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The Printers to the Reader. 


a2 2f He dedication of this work having been 
FS made by the Authour tothe Divine Ma- 
» jc/ty _ how ſhould we now preſume 

to intereſt any mortall man in the patro- 


- nage of ir ? Much lefle think we it meer 
to ſeek the recommendation of the Muſes , for that 
which himſelf was confident to have been inſpired by 
a diviner breath then flows from Helicon. The world 
therefore ſhall receive it in that naked fimplicitie,wich 
which he left ir, without any addition either of ſupport 
93 oryament,more then is included in ir ſelf. We leave 


' it ftee and unforeſtalled to every mans os goo ,and 
* ro the benefit that he ſhall finde by perulall, 


# the clearing of ſome paſlages, we have thought it nor 


Onely for 


unkt to make the common Reader porn to {ome fevy 
particularities of thc condition and diſpoſition of the 
Perſon; | 

Being nobly born, and as eminently enducd with 
fifts of the minde, and having by induſtrie and happy 
education perfeted them to that great height of excel- 


3 lencie, whereof his fellowſhip of Trinitic Colledge in 


Cambridge , and his Oratorſhip in the Uniyerkitie, 
together with that knowledge which the Kings Cour: 
had taken of him, could make relation farre above or- 
dinarie. Quitting both his deſerts ang all the opportu- 
nities that he had for worldly preferment , he betook 
himſclf to the SanRuaric and Temple of God, choo- 
Giograther to ſerve at Gods Altar, then to ſeek the ho- 
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nour of Stare-employments. As for thoſe inward en. 
forcements to this courſe (for outward there was —_ | 
which many of theſe enſuing verſes bear witneſle of, © 
they detra& not from the freedome , but adde to the 
honour of this reſolution in him. As God had enabled 3 
: him, (o he accounted him meet not onely to be called, # 
but to be compelled to this ſervice: Wherein his faith- ? 
Full — vas ſuch,as may make him juſtly a com- 3 
panionto t venanGg Saints, and a pattern or more Þ 
for the age he lived in. v 

To teſtifie his independencie upon all others, and | 
to quicken his diligence in this kinde, he uſedin his or- 
dinarie fpeech , when he made mention of the blefſed | 
name of our Lord and Saviour Jz $us CHRIST, | 
to adde, My Maſter, 1 

Next God, he loved that which God himſelf hath * 
magnified above all things, that is,his Word : ſo as he | 
hath been hcard ro make ſolemne proteſtation,that he 
would not part with one leaf thereof for the yyhole 
world, if it were offered him in exchange. 

His obedience and conformitie to the Church and © 
the diſcipline thereof was fingularly remarkable. 
Though he abounded in private deyotions , yet went 
he every morning and evening with his familie to the 
Church;and by his example, exhortations, and encou- 
ragements, drew the greater part of his pariſhioners to 
accompanie him daily in the publick celebration of 
Divine Service. | 4 

As for worldly matters,his love and eſteem to them * 
was ſo little, as no man can more ambitiouſly ſeek, > 
then he did earneſtly endeavour the reſignation of an | 
Ecclefiafticall dignitie,which he was poſſeſſour of. But | 
God permitted not the accompliſhment of this defire, 
having ordained him his inſtrument for reedifying of 
the Church belonging thereunto, that had layen rut- 


mated almoſt tyyenty yeares, The reparation whereof, þ 
| having 
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having been uneffeQually attempted by publick col- 
leions, was in the end by his own and ſome feyy 
others private free-will-offerings ſuccesfully effe&ed. 
With the remembrance whereof, as of an efpeciall 
good work, when a friend went about to comfort him 
on his death-bed, he made anſwer, It is a good work, 
if it be ſprinkled with the bloud of Chriſt : otherwiſe 


m- 3 then in this reſpe& he could finde nothing to glorie or 
ore : comfort himſelf with, neither in this,nor in any other 


thing. 
And theſe are but a fey of many that might be ſaid, 


which we have choſen to premiſe as a glance to ſome 
parts of the enſuing book , and for an example to the 


® Reader. We conclude all with his own Motto, with 
$ which he uſed to conclude all things that might ſeem 
* to tend any way to his own honour ; 


Leſſe then the leaſt of Gods merits. 


q The Dedication. 


Ord, my firſt-fruits preſent themſelves to thee; 
Yet not mine neitber: for from thee they came, 
ud my return. Accept of them and me, 


nd make us ftrive, who ſhall ſing beſt thy Name. 
Turn their eyes hither, who f 1. he « gains _ 
Theirs, who ſhall hurt themſelves or me, refraitt- 


THYE 
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Perirrhanterium, 
ana Hou whoſe ſweet youth and early hopet 


m0 inhance 
F8 Thy rate and price, and mark thee for a 
v1 treaſure; 

JESSIE Hearken unto a Verſer, who may chance 
Rhyme thee to gaod, and make a bait of pleaſure, 
A verſe may finde him, who a ſermon flies, 

And turndelight into a ſacrifice, 


Beware of luft: it doth pollute and foul 
Whom God in Baptiſme waſhe with his oven bloud. 
It blots thy lefſon written in thy foul; 
The holy lines cannot be underſtood. 
How dare thoſe eyes upon a Bible look, 
Much lefſe rowards God,whoſ: luſt is all their book? 


Wholly abſtain, or wed. Thy bounteous Lord 

\l[lows thee choice of paths:take no by-wayes; 

But gladly welcome what he doth afford; 

Not grudging that thy luſt hath bounds and ta 
Continence hath his joy: weigh both; and ſo 
If rottennefſe haye more, let Heaven go, 


If God had laid all common, certai 
n would have been th” incloſer: bur fiance noyvy 
od hath impal'd us, on the contrary 
n breaks the fence, and eyery ground will plough, 
O what were man, might he himſelf miſplace! 
Sure to be crofle he would ſhift feetand face, 
my Bs LOOMS 9s'y A ——_ 
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Drifk not the third glaffe, which thou canſt not tame 
When, once it iswithin thee; but before -  . - * 
Mayſt rule it, as thou liſt: and poure the ſhame, 
Which it would poure on thee, upon the floore, 
Tt is moſt juſt to throw that on the ground, 
Which would throw me there, if I keep the round, 


He thatis drunken, may his mother kill 

Bigge with his ſiſter: he hath loſt the reins, 

Is outlawd by himſelf: all kinde of ill 

Did with his liquour ſhde into his veins. 
The drunkard forfeits Man, and doth deveſt 
All worldly right, ſave what he hath by Beaſt, 


Shall T, to pleaſe anothers wine-ſprang minde, 
Loſe all mine own? God hath giv'n me a meaſure 
Short of his canne and bodie: muſt I finde 
A pain in that, wherein he findes a pleaſure? 
Stay at the third glaſle; if thou loſe thy hold, 
Then thou art modeſt, and the wine grows bold. 


Tf reaſon move not Gallants, quitthe room, 
( All in a ſhipwerack ſhift their ſeverall way ) 
Let not a common ruine thee intombe: 
Be not a beaſt in courteſie; but ſtay, 
Stay at the third cup, or forgo the place. 
Wine above all things doth Gods Rs deface, 


Yet, if thou finne in wine or wantonnefle, 

Boait not thereof, nor make thy ſhame thy glorie, 

Frailtie gets pardon by ſubmiſſiveneſle; 

Bur he chat boaits, ſhuts that out of his ſtorie : 
He makes flat warre with God, and doth defie 
With his poore clod of carth the ſpacious $Kie- 


- 


Take not his narae, who made thy mouth, in yain : 
It gets thee nothing, and hath no excuſe, 
Luſt and wine plead a pleaſure, ayarice gain : 
But the cheap (wearer through his open ſluce 
Lets his ſoul runne for Ro as little fearing, 
Were Ian Epicure, I conld bate fwearing, 


" 


= When thou doſt tell anothers jeſt, therein 

ZOmit the oathes, which true wit cannot need * 

ZPick out of tales the mirth, but not the ſinne, 

ZHe pares his apple, that will cleanly feed, 

Play not away the vertue of that name, (tame, 
Which is thy beſt flake , yyhen griefs make thee 


he cheapeſt ſinnes moſt deerly puniſht are ; 
ecauſe to ſhun them alſois ſo cheap : 

For we have wit to mark them, and toſpare, 
crumble not away thy ſouls fair heap. 

If thou wiltdie, the gates of hell are broad : 
Pride and full finnes have made the way a road. 


ie not; but let thy heart be true to God, 

by mouth toit, thy ations to them both : 

owards tell ies, and thoſe thar fear the rod; 

he tormie working ſoul ſpits lies and froth, 
Dare to be true. Nothing canneed aly : 

A fault, yrhich needs it moſt, grows two thereby. 


Flic idleneſſe, which yet thou canft not flie 
; y dreſſing, miſtreſling, and complement, 


thoſe take up thy day, the ſunne will crie 
\painſt thee: for his light was onely lent. (thers 
God gave thy ſoul brave wings ; put not thoſe fea- 
Into a bed, to ileep our all ill weathers, 
bs A 2 Art 
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Art thou a Magiltraze? theg be pycre:: 

If ſtudious; copie fair What zizag hath blauxr'd; 
Redeem. truth from his jayys : af ſouldier, 

Chaſe brave cmplaymeants _ naked {word 

+ Throughoutthe world. Fool net: for all may have, 


If they dare try, a glorious life, or grave. _ 


O England full of- finne, butmoſt of Noth : 
$pit oat thy flegme, and All thy hrealt with glorie : 
"Thy Gentry bleats, as if thy native cloch 
'Transfus'd a ſheepjlhneſe intothy, ſtorie : 

Not that they all are ſo; burthat the-moft 

Are gone to grafſe, and inthe paſture Joſt. 


This lofle fprings chiefly from our education, 


Some til their ground,bur let weeds choke their ſonac: 


Some mark a partridge, never their childes faſhion: 1} 


Some ſhip them over, and the thing is done; 
Studze this art, make it thy great defagne z 


And if Gods image move thee nor, lerrhyae. 


Some great eſtates provide, but do not breed 
A maſt ring minde; fo both are loſt thereby : 
Or cls they breed them tender, makethem need 
All that they leave : this is far povertie. 
For he that needs five thouſand pound to live, 
Is full as poore as he that needs but five. 


The way to make thy ſonne rich, is to fill 

His minde with reſt, before his trunk with riches : 

For wealth without contentmegt, climbes a hill. 

Totecl thoſe rempeits which fly over ditches. 
But if chy (onne can make ten pound his-meaſurez 


 Thenall thou addeſt may be call 'd his txcaſure. : 
TY iy ; ++, Boas 


Te, 


Inca 
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When thou doft purpoſe ought (within thy poriee') - 


Be ſure to d6 it, tNough it be bur (mall. 


Conſtancic knits the bones; aid makes us oye, 


When wafttofi pleaſures becken us to theall, 
\Who breaks his 6own'bond, forfeiteth himſelf; 
\har'natwe'niade a ſhip, he makes a ſhelf, 


De all thingslike aman, nor ſneakingly : 
Think the = ſees rhee fill; for his King does, 
Simpring is but x lay-Kypoctiſic : ; 
Give it a corner, atid the clae unidoes. 

Who fears to do'{1l, ſets himſelf to tas : 


Who fears ro do well, fare ſhould wear amask, 


Look to thy mouth : diſcaſes cater there. 
Thou haft wo ſconfes, if thy ſtomack call; 


& Carve, or diſcourſe; do not a famine fear. 


—_—. 
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Who carves, is kinde to rywo; who talks, toall, 
Look on meat, think it dirt, then cat a bitz 
And ſay withall, Earth to earth I commit. 


Slight thoſe who fay. amidſt their fickly healths, 
Thou liv'ſt by rule, What dvth hot fo bur man ? 
Houfes aze built by rule; and common-wealths. 
Enfice thie rrufky (urine, if that you can, 

Froni his Ecliptick line; becken the skie. 

Who lives by rule then, keeps good companie. 


Who keeps no ouard upon himſelf, is ſlack, 
And cots to gothing at the next great thave. 


Man is a ſhop of rules, 2 well-truſs'd pack, 
Whoſe cvery parcel] under-writes a law. 
Loſe not thy (elf, nor give thy humours way : 
God'gave chem to thee under lock and key, 
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By all means uſe ſometimes to be alone. 

Salute thy ſelf : ſee what thy ſoul doch wear. 

Dare to [ook in thy cheſt; for *tis thine own : 

And tumble up and down what thou find'ſt there, 
Who cannot reſt till-he good fellows finde, 
He breaks up houſe, turns out of doores his minde, 


Be thrifty, but not coyetous : therefore give 
Thy need, thine honour, and thy friend his duz. | 
Never was ſcraper brave man. Get to live; | 
Then live, and uſe it: els, it is not true 
That thou haſt gotten. Surely uſe alone 
Makes money not a contemptible ſtone, 


Never exceed thy income. Youth may make 
Ev'n with the yeare : bur age, if it will hit, 
Shoots a boyy ſhort, and leficns ſill his Rake, 
As the day leflens, and his life with ir. 
Thy children, kindred, friends upon thee call; 
Before thy journey fairly part wich all. 


Yet in thy thriving ſtill miſdoubt ſome evils 

Leſt gaining gain-on thee, and make thee dimme 

Toallthings els. Wealth is the conjurers devil ; 

Whom when he thinks he hath, the devil bath him ? 
Gold thou mayſt ſafely rouch; bur if ir ſtick : 
Unto thy hands, it wounderh to the quick. 


What skills it, if a bag gf ſtones or gold ; 
About thy neck do drown thee? raiſe thy head 3 
Take ſtarres for money; ſtarres not to be told 
By any art, yet to be purchaſed. 

None is ſo waſtfull as the ſcraping dame : 
She loſeth three for. one; her ſoul, reft, fame. 


- 
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By no means runne in debt: take thine own meaſure. 


Who cannor live on twentie pound a yeare, 

Cannot on fourtie: he's a man of pleaſure, 

A kindeof thing that's for it ſelf roo deere. 
The curious unthrift makes his cloth too wide, 


And ſpares himſelf, but would his taylor chide. 


Spend not on hopes, They that by pleading clothes 
Do fortunes ſeek, when worth and ſervice fail, 
Would have their tale beleeved for their oathes, 
And are like empty veſſels under (ail. 

Old courtiers know this: therefore ſet out ſo, 

As all the day thou mayſt hold out to go. 


In clothes, cheap handſomneſfle doth bear the bell. 
Wiſdome's a trimmer thing then ſhop e're gave. 
Say not then, This with that lace will do wellz 
But, This with my diſcretion will be brave. 
Much curiouſneſle is a perpetuall wooing 
Nothing with labour, folly long a doing, 


Play not for gain, but ſport. Who poye for more 
Then he can loſe with pleaſure, ſtakes his heart; 
Perhaps his wives too, and whom ſhe hath bore: 
Servants and churches alſo play their part. 

Onely a herauld, who that way doth paſle, 


Findes his crackt name atlengthin the church-glafe 


Tf yet thou love game at ſo deere arate, 
Learn this, that hath old gameſters deerly coft: 
Doit loſe? riſe up: doſt winne? riſe in that ſtate. 
Who ſtrive to fit out loſing hands, areloſt. 
Game is a civil gunpowder, in peace 
Blowing up houſes with their whole increaſe, 
A 4 
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In Converſation boldnefſe nov bears ſway. 
Bat knovv that nothing can ſo fooliſh be, 
As empty boldneſfe: therefore firſt aſſiy 
To fttane thy minde with ſolid braveriez 
Then march on gaiant: ger ſubſtantiall worth, 
Boldntfle gilds fancly, and will {x it forth, 


Be (veet to all. Ts thy complexion ſowre ? 

Then keep ſuch companic; make them thy allay3 

Ger a ſharp wife, a ſervant that will lowre. 

A ſtambter ſtumbles leatt in ragged way. _ 
Command thy ſelf in chief. He lifes warre knows, 
Whom all his paſſions folloyy as he goes. 


Carch not at quarrels. He that dares not ſpeak 

Plainty and home, is coward of the two. 

Think not thy fame at ev'ry twitch will break: 

By great deeds ſhe, that thou canſt little doz 
Anddo them not: that ſhall thy wiſdome be; 
And change thy temperance into brayerie. 


Tf chat thy fame with ev'ry toy be pos'd, 
»Tis a thinne webbe, which poyſonous fancies make: 
But the great ſouldiers honour was compos'd 
Of chicker ftufte, which would endure a ſhake. 
Wiſdome picks friends; civilitie playes thereſt, 
A toy ſhunn'd cleanly paſſeth with the beſt, 


L.augh not too much: the wittic man laughs leaſt: 


. For wit is news onely to ignorance. 


Lefle at thine own things laugh; leſt inthe jeſt 
Thy perſon ſhare, and the conceit advance. 
Make not thy (port, abuſes: for the fly 
, - Thit feeds on dung, is coloured thereby. A 
is 
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ck ont of mirth, like ſtones oucof thy ground, 
arr” filthineſle, abuſivencſle. 4 
Theſe are the (cum, with which courſe wits abougd : 
The fine may ſpare cheſe well, yet.nor go lefle. 
All things are big with jeſt : nothing that's plain 
But may be wirtcie, if thou haſt the vein. 


Wit's an unruly engine, wildly Reiking 
Sometimes a friend, ſometimes the engineer : 
Haſt thou the knack? pamper it not with hiking : 
Bur if thou yyaat it, buy it not toe deere. 
Many affeing wit beyond their power, 
. Have got to-bea deare fool for an houre, 


A (ad wiſe valour is the brave complexiong,” 

That leads the van, and fwellows. up the cities, 

The gigler ts amilk-maid, whom infe&on 

Or a fir'd beacon frighteth from his darries. 
Then he's the ſpoet : rhe mirth then-in himreſts, 
And the ſal man is cock of all his je(t5,. 


Towards great perſors uſe reſpeRive boldnefle : 
That temper gives them theirs, and yer doth take 
Nothing frorh thine; in ſervice, care or coldnefſe. 
Doth razablyrthy fortunes marce or make, i dn 
Feed no-man in his Ganesi foradulation.. - | 
Darth make thee parcel-devs [in.damaations 


Envie not greatne(Rt : far thog mak" chereby 
hy (elt the worſe, and fo. the diſtance greater. 
Be not thine own worm; yet ſuch :ealoube, 
$ hurts not others, bue m-y make thee bertcr, _ 
Is a good (purte: CorreR thy paſhons ſpite, ., - - 
Thea may che my thee to happy byin... | 
5 
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When haſeneſle is exalted, do not bate 
The place its honour, for the perſons ſake. 
The deine is that which thou doſt venerate ; 
Andnot the beaſt, that bears it on his back. 
I care not though the cloth of State ſhould be 
Not of rich arras, but meantapeſtrie, 


Thy friend put in thy boſome: wear his eyes 

Still inthy heart, that he may ſee what's there. 

If cauſe require, thou art his ſacrifices 

Thy drops of bloud muſt pay down all his fear: 
But love is loſt, the way x friendſhip's gone, 
Though David had his Fonathan, (brift his Zobys, 


Yet be not ſurety, if thou be a father, 

Love is a perſonall debt. I cannot give 

My childrens right, nor ought he -. it: rather 

Both friends ſhould die, then hinder them to live. 
Fathers firſt enter bonds to Natures ends; 

 Andarc herſureties, cre they are a friends. 


If thou be fingle, all thy goods and ground 

Submit to love; but yet not more then all. 

Give oneeſtate, as one life. None is bound 

To work for two, who brought himſelfto thrall. 
God made me one man; love makes me no more, 


Till lab6ur come, and make my weaknefle (core. 


In thy diſcourſe, if thou deſire to pleaſe, 
All ſuch is courteous, uſefull, new, or wittie, 
Uſefulnetſſe comes by labour, wit by eaſe; 
Courtelie grows in courtz neyvs in the citie. 
Get a good ſtock of theſe, then dravy the card: 
T hat luits him beſt, of whom thy ſpeech is _ 
. adhd road: * 419 ; tLCc 
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Entice all neatly ro what they know beſt; 

For ſo thou doſt thy ſelf and him a pleaſure? 

( But a proud ignorance will loſe his reſt, 

Rather then ſhew his cards) Real from hs treaſure 
What to ask further, Doubts well rais'd do lock 
The ſpeaker to thee, and preſerve thy ſtack, 


”— Om 


If thou be Maſter-gunner, ſpend not all 
That thou canſt ſpeak, at once; but husband ir, 
And give men turns of ſpeech: do not foreſtall 
By laviſbneſle thine own and others wit, 
As if thou mad'ſ thy will. A civil gueſt 
Will no more talk all, then eat all the feaſt. 


Be calm in arguing: for fierceneſſe makes 
Errour a fault, _ truth difcoureehſie. 
Why ſhould 1 feel another mans miſtakes 
More then his fickneſſes or povertie? 
In love I ſhould: but anger is not love, 
Nor wiſdome neither: therefore gently move. 


Calmneſſe is great advantage: he that lets 

Another chafe, may warm him at his fire, 

Mark all his wandrings, and enjoy his frets; 

As cunning fencers ſuffer heat totire, 
Truth dwells not in the clouds:the bow that's there, ., 
Doth often aim at, never hit the ſphere. 


Mark what another (ayes: for many are ' 
Full of themſelves, and anſwer their own notions 
Take all into theez then with equall care 
Balance each dramme of reaſon, like a potion. 
If truth be with thy friend, be with them both: 
Share ia the conqueſt, and confeſle a troth., 


— —_— = __ 
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Be uſefull where thou liveſt, that they may 

Both want and wiſh thy pleaſing prefence till. 

Kindnefle, good parts, great places are the way 

'To compaſie this. Finde out mens wants and will, 
And meet them there, All worldly joyes go leflc 
Tothe one joy of doing kindnefiles. 


Pitch thy behaviour lovy, thy projets high; 

So ſhale thou humble and magnanimous be: 

Sink not in ſpirit. Who aimeth at the sky, 

Shoots higher much then he that means a tree, 
A grain of glorie mixt with humblenefle 


Cures both a fever and lethargickneſle, 


Let thy minde till be bent, ſtill plotting where, 
And when, and how the buſineſſe may be done, 
Slacknefle breeds worms; but the ſure traveller, 
Though he alight ſometimes, ſtil] goeth on. ® 
Adive and ſtirring ſpirits live alone, 
Wrie on the others, Here bes ſuch a one. 


Slight nor the ſmalleſt lofſe, whether ir be 
In love or honour: take account of all; 
Shine like the ſunne in every corner: ſee 
Whether thy ſtock of credit (well, or fall. 
Who fay, 1 care not, thoſe I give for loſt; 
And to inſtru them, 'twill not quit the coft, 


S-orn no mans love, though of a mean degree; 
( Love is a preſent for a mightie king ) 
Much lefſe make any one thine enemie, 
As gunnes deſtroy, fo may alittle fling, 
The cunning workman never doth refuſe 
The me tool, that he gaay chance to ule. 
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The Charch-porch. 


All forrain, wiſdome doth amount to this, 

To take all that is givenz whether wealkch, 

Or love or language; noching comes-amifle : 

A good digeſtion turneth all co health: 
And then, as farre as fair behaviour may, 
Strike off all (cores; none are (o cleare as they, 


tz; 


Keep all thy native good, and naturalize 
All forrain of that name; bur (corn their #1; 
Embrace their attivencſle, not vanities. 
Who follows all chings, forfeiceth his will, 
If thou obſerveſt ſtrangers incach fir, 
Jn time they'l runne thee our of all thy yyit, 


Aﬀett in things about thee cleanlineſle, 
That all may gladly board thee, as a floyre, 
Slovens take up their ſtock of noiſomneſle 
Bcforehand, and anticipate their laft houre. 
Let thy mindes ſweetneflle have his operation 
Upon thy body, clothes, and habitation, -+/ 4 


In Almes regard thy means, and others mexie...: 

Think heav'n 2 better bargain then to give - 

Onely thy ſingle market- money for it: 

Joyn hands with God to make a man tolive. 
Giveto all ſomcthingz to a good man, | 
Til thou change names, and be where he beg, -- 


Man is Gods imige; but 3 poore man is 
Chriſts tamp to boot: both images regard. 


God reckons for him, counts the fzyour his: 


| Letthyalmesgo before, and keep heavinsgare "+ 
Opea far thats ue Hold roy aang Een Po 
ore 


Write, S# much giv'n to God; thou ſhalt betheard, ' 


. 


' . 14 The Church-porch, 


Reſtore to God his due in tithe and time: 
A tithe purloin'd cankers the whole eſtate. 
Sundayes obſerve: think, when the bells do chime, 
*Tis angels muſick; therefore come not late, 
God then deals bleſſings : If a king did ſo, 
Who would not haſte, nay give, to [ce the ſhow? 


Twice on the day his due is underſtood; 

For all the week thy food ſo oft he gave thee. 

Thy cheere is —_— bate not of the food, 

Becauſe 'tis better, and perhaps may ſave thee. 
Thwart not th' Almightic God: O be not croſſe. 
Faſt when thou wilt; but then 'tis gain, not lofle, 


Though private prayer be a brave defigne, 
Yer publick hath more romiſes, more love: 
Rnd love's a weight whom, to eyes a ligne. 
We all arc but cold ſuitours; let us move 
Where it is warmeſt. Leave thy fix and (even; 
Pray with the moſt: for where moſt pray, is heaven. 


When once thy foot enters the church, be bare. 

God is more there then thou: for thou art there 

Onely by his permiſhon. Then beware, 

And make.thy (elf all reverence and fear. 
Kneeling ne're ſpoil'd filk Rocking: quitthy ſtate. 

Al | are within the churches gate, 


Reſort to ſermons, but to prayers moſt; 
Praying's the end of preaching. O be dreſt; 
Stay not for th' other pin: why, thou haſt loſt 
A joy for it worth yyorlds. Thus hell doth jeſt 
Away thy bleſſings, and extreamly flout thee, 
TT hy clothes being fait but thy ſoul looſe abont _ 


The Church-porch, r5 


Tn time of ſervice ſeal up both thine eyes, 

And ſend them to thine LC that ſpying ſfinne, 
They may weep out the ſtains by them did riſe : 

Thoſe doores being ſhut, all by the care comes in, 
3 Who marks inchurch-cime others ſymmetrie, 

; Makes all their beautic his deformirie, 


Let vain or bufie thoughts have there no pare : x 

Bring not thy plough, thy plots, thy pleaſures thither, 

Chriſt purg'd bis remplez fo muſt thou thy heace. 

All worldly thoughts are but rheeves mer 4oxme £ 
Tocozen thee, Look to thy ations well : 

| For churches are either our heay'n or hell, 


Judge not the preacher; for he is or Judge : 
If thou miſlike him, thou conceiv'it him nor, 
God calleth preaching folly. Do not grudge 
To pick out treaſures from an earthen you 
The worlt (peak TIE if all wane ſenſe, 
en. | God takes arext, and preacheth patience, 


e that gets patience, and the bleſſing which 
Preachers conclude with, hath not loſt his pains, 
e that by being at church eſcapes the ditch, 
hich he might fall in by companions, gains, 
' He that loves Gods abode, and to combine 
With ſaints on carth, ſhall one day with them ſhine, 


Jeſt not at preachers language or expreſſion : 
owknowſt thou but thy ſfinnes made him miſcarric? 
Then turn thy faults and his into confeſſion : 
od ſent him, whatſoe're he be ; O rarry, 
And lavt him for his Maſter : his condition, 
Though it be ill, makes him no ill Phyſician, N 
onac 


16 The Charch.porch, 

None ſhall in hell ſuch birrer pangs endure, 

As thaſe who mock at Gods way of ſalvation. 

Whom oyl 2nd balſames kill, what fatve can cure ? 

They drink with greedinefle a full damnation, 
The Jevs ed thunder; and vve, folly. 
Though God do hedye us in, yer who is boy : 


Summe up at night what thou haſt done by day; 
And in the morning whar thou haft to do. 
Drefſe nd undrefle thy ſoul-: mark the decay 
And growth of it : if with thy verarch, that roo 
Be down, then winde up both : fince ye ſhall be 
Molt ſurely judg'd, make thy accounts agree, 


To brief acqurt thee bravely; play the man. 
Look noe on pleaſures as they come; but go. 
Deferre not he leaſt yerrue : hifes poore ſpan 
Mak: not an ell, by trifling in thy wo. 
If thou do ill, rhe joy fades, not the pains : 
If yell, the pain doth fade, the joy remains. 
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Hou , whom the former precepts have 

Sprinkled, and taught how to behave 
Thy {ie in church; approach, and taſte 
The chucches myſticall repalt, 


Void profaneneſſe; come not here: 
ANowing but holy, pure, and cleace, 
Or that which groneth to be ſo, 

May at his peri further go. 
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The Church. 


q The Altar. 


ade of a heart , and cemented with teares , 


Whoſe parts are as thy hand did —_ w 
No workmans tool hath touch'd the (ame. 
a 


A Hzaxr alone 


'A broken AtTtan, Lord, thy ſervant reares, 
[2 


Is ſuch a Rftone, 
As nothing bur 
| Thy power doth cur. 
| Wherefore each parr 
Of my hard heart 


Meets ia this frame , 


To praiſe thy name: | 
That , if I chance to hold my "_ 
Theſe ſtones to praiſe thee may not ceaſe, 

— 

O ler thy bleſſed Sacriraice be mine, 

And ſanftifie this AtTar to be thine, 
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The Church, 


The Sacrifice. 


paſſe by, whoſe eyes and minde 
ings are ſharp, but to me blindez 


H all ye, who 
To worldly t 


O 


| To me, who took eyes that I might you finde : 


Was ever grief like mine? 


The Princes of my _ make a head 
Againſt their Maker : they do wiſh me dead, 
Who cannot wiſh, except Igive them bread. 
Was ever grief like mine? 


Without me each one, who doth now me brave, 
Had to this day been an Egyprian ſlave. 
They uſe that power againſt me, which I gave. 
Was ever grief like mine? 


Mine own Apoſtle, who the bag did bear, 
Though he had all I had, did not forbear ; 
To ſell me alſo, and to put me there, 

was ever grief, &c. 


For thirty pence he did my death deviſe, 
Who at three hundred did the ointment prize, 
Not half ſo ſweet as my (weet ſacrifice, 

was ever grief, & 6. 


Therefore my ſoul melts,and my hearts deare treaſure 
Drops bloud (the onely beads) my words to meaſure ; 
0b let this cup paſſe, if it be thy pleaſure. 

was ever grief, &c. 


Theſe drops being temper'd with a ſinners tears, 
A Balſame are for both the Hemiſpheres, 

Curing all wounds, but mine; all, but my fears. 
was ever grief, &c. 


40 The Chi#ch. 


Alas! whar haſte they make to be utidone ! 


Yet my Diſciples ſleep : I cannot gain 

Oac houre of watching; but cheie drowlic brain 

Comforts not me, and doth my doftrine ſtain. 
Was ever grief like mine, 


Arife, arife, they come, Look how rHty rurine ! 


How with their lanterns do they ſeek the ſunne ! 
Was ever gricf, &c. 


With clubs and Raves they feek mie, as a thief, 

Who am-the way of trath, the trac relief; 

Moſt true to thoſe vrho ace my greateſt grief. 
was evergricf, &c. 


Fudas, doſt thou betray me with a kille? 
Canſt thou finde hell about my lips? and mifle . 
Of lite, juſt at che gates of lifc and blifle ? 


was ever grief, &c. 


See, they lay hold on ne, not with the hands 

Of faith, but furie : yet at their commands 

I ſuffer bihding, who bave loos'd their bands. 
was ever grief, &c. 


All my Diſciples flee; fear purs a-barre 

Berwixt my friends and me, They leay&.the ftacro | | 

'T bat bxooght the wiſe men of the Eaſt from farre, 
was ever grief, &c, 


Then from one ruler to another bound 

"They lcade me; urging, that it was not ſound 

What Itaught ; Comments would the text confound, 
Ir as ever grief, &c. 


The pricſt and rulers all falſe witneſle ſeek 

'Gainſt hint, who ſceks nor life, but is the meek 

And ready Paſchal Lambe of this great weck. 
Was ever grief, &c. 


Thea 
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und. 


TheCharch. 
Then they accule tne of great blaſpliemie, 
That I did thruſtiinzothe Deine, | 
Who never thought that any rabberie, 


as ever grief like mine ? 


Some (aid, that IT the Teinple to the floore 

In threedayesraſ'd, and raiſed as before. 

Why, he that builzche world can do much more. 
Was evct grief, ec. 


Then they candemne me all with that ſame breath, 


Which I do give themdaily, untodeath. 
Thus 4dam my firtt breathing rendereth. 
Was ever grief, &c. 


They bjnde, and 1leade me unto Herod: he 
Sends me to P/late. Fhis makes them agrees 
But yet their fricndibip is my enmitic. 
Was ever grief, &c. 
Acrad and all bis bands do ſet me light, 
Who teach all hands to warre, fingers to fight, 
And onely amthe Lord of holts and mighr, 
Was ever grief, &c, 
Herod in judgement fits, vrhile I do ſtand; 
Examines me with a cenſorious hand : 
I him obey, who all things elſe: command. 
\ Was ever grief, &c, 
The Zews accuſe me with defpitefulnefie; 
And vying malice with my gentlenefſe, 
Pick quarrels vwith their onely happineſle. 
was ever grief, & 6, 
I anfwwer nothing, but with patience prove 
It ſtony-hearts wall melt wirh gentle love; 
But who does harvk azeagles with adove # | 
EO Inaevrgrie&s 


22 e Church. 
My filence rather doth augment their cries 
My dove doth back into my boſome flie, 
Becauſe the raging waters till are high. 
was ever grief like mine? 


Heark hoyy they crie aloud ſtill, Crucifie ; 
It is not fit he live a day, they crie, 
Who cannot live lefle then eternally. 
Was ever grief, &c. 


Pilate, a ſtranger, holdeth off; but they, 
Mine own deare people, cry, Away, Away, 
With noiſes confuſed frighting the day, 

; Was ever grief, Oc. 


Yet ſtill they ſhour, and crie, and ſtop their eares, 

Putting my life among their ſinnes and fears, 

And therefore viſh my bloud on them and theirs, 
was ever grief, &c, 


Sec how ſpite cankers things ! Theſe words aright 

Uſed, and withed, are the whole worlds light : 

But hony is their gall, brightneflle their night, 
Was ever wi & 


They chooſe a murderer, and all agree 
In him to do themſelves a courtehic : 
For it yas their own cauſe who killed me. 
was ever grief, &c. 


_ 
And a ſeditious murderer he was: 
Bur I the Prince of peace; peace that doth paſſe 
All underſtanding, more then heav'n doth glaſle, 
was ever grief, Oc. 


Why, Ceſar3s their onely King, notT : 
Heclaye the ſtonie rock, when they were driez 
But ſurely not their hearts, as I well rrie. 
TP FAY Il as ever grief, &c. we 


ht 


Ah: 


The Church, 

h! how they ſcourge me! yet my tendernefſe 

Doables cach laſh: and yet their bitterneſſe 
indes up my grief co a myſteriouſneſle, 

Was ever grief like mine? 


#3 


hey buffet me, and box meas they lift, 
Vho graſp the earth and heaven with my fit, 
nd never yet whom I would puniſh, miſs'd, 
was ever grief, &e, 


z&chold, they ſpit on me in ſcornfull wiſe, 
Vho by my ſpittle gave the blinde man eyes, 
caving his blindnefſe to mine enemies. 
as ever grief, &c. 


y face they cover, though it be divine, 
\s Moſes face was vailed, ſo is mine, 
eſt on their double-dark ſouls cither ſhine, 
f was ever grief, &c. 


Servants and abjeAs flout me; they are wittie: 
ow propheſie who flrikes thee, is their dittic, 
$0 they in me denie themſelves all pitie. 
Was ever grief, &c. 
nd now IT am deliver'd unto death, 
hich each one calls for ſo with utmoſt breath, 
T hat he before me well nigh ſuffereth. 

Was ever grief, &c. 
eep not, deare friends, fince I for both have wept 
hen all my tears were bloud, the while you flept: 
our tears for your own fortunes ſhould be kept, 

{ Was ever grief, &c, 
T he ſouldiers leade me to the common hall; 
There they deride me, they abuſe me all: 

Yet for twelye heay'nly legions I could call. 

— ON ke. Was ever grief, &c. 


hen 


24 - The Church. 
Then with a ſcarlet robe they me aray; 
Which ſhews my bloud to be the onely way, 
And cordiall left to repair mans decay. 

. Was ever grief like mine 


Then on my head a crown of thorns I wear: 

For theſe are all the grapes Sion doth bear, 

"Though I my vine planted and watred there. 
Was ever grief, &c. 


So ſits the earths great curſe in Adams fall 

Upon my hcad: ſo I remove it all 

From th' 'carth unto my brovys, and bear the thrall. 
Was ever grief, Oc. 


Then with the reed they gave to me before, 
They ſtrike my head, the rock from whence all ore 
Of hcav'nly bleflings iſſue evermore, 

as ever grief, &c, 


They bowe their kneesta me, and cry, Hail king. 
What ever ſcoffes or ſcornfulneſſe can bring, 
I am the floore, the fink, whtte they it fling, 

Was ever grief, &c. 


Yet ſince mans ſcepters are as frail asreeds, 
And tharny all their crowns, bloudic their weeds; 
I, who am truth, turn into truth their deeds. 

Was ever grief, &c. 


The ſouldiers alſo ſpit upon that face, 


Which Angels did defire to have the grace, 3 
And Prophets once to ſee, but found no place. 1 

Was ever grief, &t+ 4 
Thus trimmed forth they bring me to the rour, q 


Who {rucifie bim cry with one ſtrong ſhout, 
God holds his peace at man, and man cries our. 
- OO Was ever grief, OT. ke 


ue 


The Church. 
They leade mein once more, and putting then 


Mine own clothes on, they leade me out agen. 
Whom devils flic, thus is he toſs'd of men. 


was ever grief like mine? 


And now wearie of ſport, glad to ingroſſe 
All ſpite in one, counting my life their loſſe, 
They carrie me to my moſt bitter crofſe, 

Was ever grief, &e. 


My crofle I bear my ſelf, untill I faint : 
Then Simon bears it for me by conſtraint, 
The decreed burden of each mortall Sainr. 


Was ever grief, &c« 


O all ye who paſſe by, behold and ſee: 

Man ſtole the fruit, but I muſt climbe the tree; 

The tree of life to all, but onely me. . 
was ever grief, Oc. 


Lo, here I hang, charg'd with a world of ſinne, 
The greater world o'th' two: for that came in 
By words, but this by ſorrow I mult win, 

as ever grief, &c. 


Such ſorrow, asif (infull man could feel, 

Or feel his part, he would not ceaſe to kneel, 

Till all were melted, though he were all ſteel. 
Was ever grief, & ce. 


But, O my God, my God! Why leav'it cthou'me, 
The Sonne, in whom thou daſt delight to be? 
My God, my God----- 


Never was grief like mine. 


$hame tears my ſoul, my bodie many a wound 

Sharp nails picrce this, but ſharper that confound; 

Reproches, Which arc free, while Iam bound. 
Was _ grief, &c. 
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The Church. 


Now heal thy ſcif, Phyſician; nove come down. 
Alas! I didſo, when I left my crown 
And Fathers {mile for you, to feel his frown. 


Was ever grief like mine? 


In healing not my ſelf, there doth conſiſt 
All that ſalvation, which ye now reſiſts 
;Your ſafetie in my licknefle doth ſubfift, 
was ever grief, &e. 


Betwixt tyyo theeves 1 ſpend myurmoſt breath, 
As he that for ſome robberie ſuffereth. 
Alas! what have I ftollen from you? death, 

Ws ever grief, &c. 


'A King my title is, prefixt on highs 
Yet by myſubjeas I'm condemn'd to die 
A ſervile death in fervile compamie. 
Was ever grief, &c. 


They gave me vineger mingled with gall, 
But more with malice: yer, when they did call, 
With Manna, Angels food, 1 fed them all. 

was ever grief, &c. 


They part my garments, and by lot diſpoſe 
My coat, the type of love, which once cur'd thoſe 
Who ſought for help, never malicious focs. 

was ever grief, &c. 


Nay, after death their ſpite ſhall further go: 

For they will pierce my fide, I full well know; 

Thar as finne came, ſo Sacraments might flow. 
was ever grief, &c. 


Bur now I die; now all is finiſhed. 
My wo, mans weal : and now I bowe my head. 


\Qnely let others ſa when I am dead, 


Never was grief like mint 
q The 


ne? 


mint 
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The Charch, 


| 4 The Thankſgiving. 


H King of grief? (a title range, yer true 
O To ene all kings oacly dug) p 


| Oh King of waunds! how (hall I grieve for thee, 


Who in all grief prevenceſt me? 
Shall I weep blou? why, thou haſt vept ſuch fore 
That all thy bodice was ane doore. 


IShall I be ſcqurged, flouted, boxed, ſold? 


'Tis but taxell che tale is told. 

My God, my God, why doſt thou part from me? 
Was ſuch a grief as cannor be, 

Shall I then fang, bp ing, thy dolcfull ſorie, 
And fide with thy triumphant glorie 2 

Shall thy ſtrokes be my ſtroking? thorns, my flower® 


Thy rod; mypolie? cxofle, my bower ? 
But how then ſhall I imitate thee, and 
Copie thy fair, though bloudic hand? 
Surely I will revenge me on thy love, 
And trie who ſhall viQtorious proye. 
f thou doſt give me wealth, I willzeſtore 
All back unto thee by the poore, 
thou doit give me honour, men ſhall ſee 
The honour doth belong to thee. 
will not marry; or, if ſhe be mine, 
She ang her children ſhall be thine. 


My boſome friend, if he —_— thy namey 


I will tear thence his love and farae. 
Dne half of me being gone, thereſt I give 
Unto ſome Chappell, die or live. 
As for thy paſſion----Bur of that anon, 
When with the other I have done. 
or thy predeſtination, I'le contrive, 


That three yeares hence, if I ſurvive, 
B 2 I'le 


28 The Church,” 


T'le build a ſpittle,or mend common wayes, 
But mend mine own without delayes, 
"Then I will ufe the works of thy creation, 
As if Tus'd them bur for faſhion. * 
"The world and I will-quarrell; and the yeare 
Shall not perceive that T am here, * 
My mulick ſhall finde thee, and ev'ry ſtring 
Shall have his attribuce to ſing; 
'T hat all rogether may accord in'thee, 
And prove one God, one harmonie. 
1f thou ſhalc give me wit, it ſhall appeare, 
If rhou haſt giv'n it me, ris here. 
Nay, Iwill reade thy book, and neyer move 
Till I have found therein thy love; 
'Thy art of love, which T'le turn back on thee, - 
O my deare Saviour, ViRorie-! 
Then for thy paſſion---I will do for that-— 
Alas, my God, I know not what. 


*- O——— __ 


q The Repriſall, 


I Hare conſider'd it , and finde 
There is no dealing with thy mightic paſſion : 
For though I die for thee, I am behinde; 

My finnes deſerve the condemnation. 


O make me 'innocent, that T 
May give a diſentangled ſtate and free : 
And yer thy wounds {till my attemprs defie, 
For by thy death 1 dic for thce. 


Ah! was it not cnough that thou 
By thy eternall gloric didit ourgo me ? 
Couldſt thou not griefs (ad conqueſt me allow, 
But in all viR'rics overthrow me? 


The Church. 


Yet by confeſſion will I come 
Into the conqueſt, Though I can do nought 
Againſt thee,in thee I will overcome 

The man, who once againſt thee fonghe., 
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<q The Agonic. 


Philoſophers have meaſur'd mountains, 
Fathom'd the depths of ſeas, of ſtates, and kings, 
Walk'd with a ſtaffe to heav'n, and traced fountains: 

Burt there arc two valt, (pacious things, 

The which to meaſure it doth more bchove : 
Yet few there are that ſound them; Sinne and Love. 


Who would know Sinne, let him repair 
Unto mount Olivet; there ſhall he ſee 
A man ſo wrung with pains, that all his hair, 
| His skinge , his garments bloudie be. 
Sinne is that preſſe and vice, which forceth pain 
To hunt his cruel food.through ev'ry vein. 


Who knows not Love, let him aſſay 
And taſte that juice, which on the crofle a pike 
Did ſet again abroach; then let him ſay 

If ever he did taſte the like. 
Love is that liquour ſweet and moſt divine, 
Which my God feels as bloud; but I, as wine. 


B 3 CE The 


The Charch. 


«| The Sinner, 
Ord, how I am all agus whea I ſeek 
L a 


What I have treaſur'd in my memorie ! 
Since, if my ſoul make even with the week, 
Each ſeyenth note by right is due to thee, 


I finde there quarries of pil'd yaniries, 
But ſhreds of holineſſe, that darc not venture 
To ſhey their face, ftnce crofle to thy decrees : 
There the circumference earth is, heay'n the centre. 


In ſo much dregs the quinteſſence is ſmall : 
The ſpirit and good extra@t of 'my heart 
Comes to about the many hundredrh part. 

Yet Lord reſtore thine image, heare my call : (grone, 
And though my hard heart ſcarce to thee can 
Remember that thou onge didſt write in ſtone, 


— 


«| Good Friday. 
O My chief good, 
How thall I meaſure out thy bloud? 


Hoy ſhall T count yhat thee befell, 
And cach grief tell? 


Shall T thy woes 

Number according to thy foes? 

Or, ſince one ſtarre ſhow'd thy firſt breath, 
Shall all thy death? 


Or ſhall each leaf, 
Which falls in Autumne, ſcore a gricf ? 
Or cannot leaves, but fruit, be ſigne 
Of che true yine ? 


Then 


Cn 


The CRIrci. 3r 


Then let each houre 
Of thy whole life one grief deyourez 
That thy diſtreſſe through all may runne,, 
 Andbe myſunne. 


Or rather let 
My ſev'rall finnes their ſorrows get; 
That, as each beaſt his cure doth knoyy, 
Each ſinne may ſo. 


Since bloud is fitteſt, Lord ,towrite 

Thy ſorrows in, and bloudie hight; 

My heart hath ſtore; write there, where in 
One box doth lie both ink and finne : 


That, when Sinne ſpies ſo many foes, 

Thy whips, thy nails, thy wounds, thy woes, 
All come to lodge there, Sinne may lay, 

No room for me, and flic away. 


Sinne being gone, oh fill the place, 
And keep poſſeſhon with thy grace 
Leſt Sinne take courage and return, 
And all the writings blot or burn, 


—_—wy_On_— a —___—_——— —h_—_— 
L —— — 


« Redemption. 


| 

© hae been tenant long to a rich Lord, 
Not thriving, I reſolved to be bold, 
And make a ſuit unto him, to afford 

A new ſmall-renxed leaſe, and cancell th'old, 


In heaven at his manour I him ſought: 
T hey told me there that he was latelygone 
About ſome land, which he had deerly boughe 
Long fince on earth, to take poſſeſſion, 
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I traightreturn'd, and knowing his great birth, 
Sought him accordingly in great reſorts; 
In cities, theatres, gardens, parks, and courts: 
At length I heard a ragged noiſe and mirth 
Of theeves and murderers: there I him eſpied, 
Who ſtraight,Your ſuit is granted, ſaid, & died, 


Yet do we ſtill perſiſt as we began, 
riſh, but that nothing can, 
Though it be cold, hard ,foul, from loving man 
Withhold thee, 


Sepulchre. 


h 


Bleſſed bode! Whither art thou thrown? 

No lodging for thce, bur a cold hard ſtone? 
So many hearts on carth, and yer not one 
Receive thce? 


Sure there is room within our hearts good ftores 
For they can lodge tranſgreſſions by t 
Thouſands of toyes dwell there, yet out of doore 


ce ſcore: 


They leave thee. 


Ot murder? 


And order. 


And asof old the Law by heav'nly art 
Was wiit in ſtone; ſo thou, which alſo art 
"The letter of the word, find'ſt no fit heart 
To hold thce. 


—— — 


But that Which ſhews them large, ſhews them unkit, 
What ever ſinne did this pure rock commit, 
Which holds thce noyy? Who hath indicted ic 


( thee, 


Where our hard hearts have took up ſtones to brain 
And miſling this, moſt falſly did arraigne thee; 
Onely theſe itones in quiet entertain thee, = 
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ts: Iſe heart; thy Lord is riſen. Sing his praiſe 
Withour delayes, 

ed, | Who xakes thee by the hand, that thou likewiſe 

diced, With him mayſt riſe : 


— | Thar, as his death calcined thee todaſt , 
His life may make thee gold, and much more juft. : 


Awake, my lute, and ſtruggle for thy part 
With all thy arr, 
Thecroſle taught ail wood to reſound his name, 
Who bore the ſame. 
His ſtretched finews taught all ſtrings, what key 
Is beſt to celebrate this moſt high day, 


! Conſort both heart and lute, and twiſt a ſong 


fant and long: . 
Or, finceall muſick is rce parts es , 


A And multiplicd; 
O let thy bleſſed Spirit bear a part, 
And make up our defe&s with his ſweer art. -. 


thee, | 1 got me flowers to ttrayy thy way; 

'rain © 1 gat me boughs off many a tree : 

But thou waſt up by break of day, 

And broughr'ſt thy ſweets along with thee. : 


The Sunne ariſing in the Eaſt, 

Though he give light, and th' Eaſt perfume; 
If thcy hould offer to conteſt 

With hy arifing, they preſume. 


Can there be any day but this, 

Though many ſunnes to ſhine endeavour ? 
We count three hundred, but ve miſle: 
Therc is but oae, and that one ever, 
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Lord, who createdſt man in wealth and ſtore, 
Though fooliſhly he loſt the ſame, 
Decaying more and more, 
Till he became 


Lt 
> 8 Moſt poore: 
s £ | 
Y x With thee 
ty = O let me riſe 


As larks , harmoniouſly , 
And fing this day thy vicories: 
Then ſhall the fall further the flight in me. 


— — h_ 


Li] Eaſter | 


- 
_- 


My tender age in ſorrow did beginne : 
And ſtill with fickneſſes and ſhame 
Thou didfſt fo puniſh finne, 
That I became 
Moſt thinne. 


With thee 
Let me combine , 
And feel this day thy viAorie: 
For, if I imp my wing on thine, 
Afflition ſhall advance the flight in me. 


3c [4 CD. 


, ll H. Daptiline. 
| * oa S he thatſcesa darkand ſhadiegrove, 
| A Stayes not, but looks beyond it on the skies 


So when I view my finnes, mine eyes remove 
More backward ſtill, and to that water flic, 


Which is above the heav'ns, whoſe ſpring and rent 
Is in my dearc Redeemers picrced fide, 
O bleſſed ſtreams ! either ye do prevent 
And ſtopour finnes from growing chick and wide, 


Or clſec give tears todrown them, as they grow. 
In you Redemption meaſurcs all my time, 

. And ſpreads the _ cquall ro the crime, 

You taught the book of life my name, that ſo 
What ever future ſinnes ſhould me milſcall, 
Your firſt acquaintance might diſcredit all, 


—— 


« H. Baptiſme, 


Ince, Lord, to thee 
A narrow way and little gate 
Is all che paſſage, on my infancie 
Thou didit lay hold, and antcdate 
My faith in me. 


Olet me till 
Write thee great God,and me a childe : 
Let me be (oft and ſupple to thy will, 
Small to my (elf, to others milde, 
Bchither ill, 


Although by ſtealth 
My fieſh get on; yer let her ſiſter 
My ſoul bid nothing, bur preſerve her wealth: 
The growth of fleſh is but a bliſter; 


Childhood is hcalth. 


Ve 


de: 
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«q Nature, 


all of rebellion, I would dic, 
F Or fight, or travell, ordenic 
That thou haſt ought to do withyme, 
O rametny heart ! 
It is thy higheſt art 
To captivate ſtrong holds to thee, 


If thou ſhalt letthis venime lurk, 
And in ſuggeftions fume and work, 
My ſoul will rucn to bubbles raight, 
And thence by kinde 
Vaniſh into a winde, 
Maktng thy workmanſhip deceit, 


O ſmooth my rugged heart, and there 
Engrave thy rev'rend Law and fear : 
Or make a new one, ſince the old 
Is ſapleſle grown, 
And a much fitter ſtone 
To hide my duſt, then thee to hold. 


C Sinne, 


Ord, with what carc haſt thou begirt us round £ 
'& Parents firſt ſcaſon us: then ſchoolmaſters 


Deliver us to laws; they ſend us bound 


To rules of reaſon, holy meſlengers, 


Pulpits and ſundayes, ſorrow dogging finne, 
Aflitionsſor:ed, anguith of all ſizes, 
Fine ners and ſtratayems to catch usin, 
Bibles laid open, mullions of (urpriſes, 


Blcſlings 
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Bleſſings beforchand, tyes of gratefulneſſe, 
| Theſound of glorie ringing in oureares : 

Withour, our ſhame; within, our conſciences; 
Angels and grace, cternall hopes and fears, 


Yet all theſe fences and their whole aray 
One cunning beſome-ſinne blows quite away. 


A— M—_ 
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q Affliction, 
WW firſt thou didft entice to thee my heart, 


I thoaght the ſervice brave : 
So many joyes I writ down for my part, 

Beſides what 1 might have 
Our of my ſtock of naturall delights, 
Augmented with thy gracious beachts. 


T looked on thy furnityre fo ne, 
And made it fine to me : 
Thy glorious houſhold-ſtuffe did me entwine, 
And 'tice me unto thee. 
Such Rarres I counted mine: both heav'n and carth 
Payd me my wages in a world of mirth. 


What pleaſures could T want, whoſe King I ſerved, 
Where joyes my fellows were ? 
Thus argu'd into hopes, my thoughts reſerved 
No place for gricf or fear, 
Therefore my ſudden ſoul caught at the place, 
And made her youth and fiercenefle ſeek thy face. 


Ar ficſt thou gay*ſt me milk and (weerneſles; 
I had my wiſh and way : 
My dayes vere ftraw'd with flow'rs and happineſle; 
There was no moneth but May. 
But with my yeares ſorrow did twiſt and grow, 
And made a partic unawares for wo. My 


*yy 


'; 
ay. 
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Acſh began unto my ſoul in pain, 
PSY Ticknefſes cleave my bones 
Conſuming agues dwell in ev'ry vein, 
And tune my breath to groneg. 
Sorrow yas all my ſonl; I ſcarce beleeved, 
Till grief did tell me roundly, chat X lived. 


When I got health, thou took'ſt away my life, 
And more; for my friends die $ 
My mirth and edge was loſ; a blunted knife 
Was of more uſe then I. 
Thus thinne and lean without a fence or friend, 
I was blown through with ev'ry ſtorm and winde, 


Whereas my birth and = rather took 
he way that takes the town, 
Thou didſt betray me tg a lingring book, 
And wrap me 1n a gown, 
] was entangled in the world of ſtrife, 
Before I had the power tochange my life, 


Yet, for I threatned oft the fiege toraiſe, 
Not fimpring all mine age, 
Thou often did{t with Academack praiſe . 
Melr and di{lolve my rage, 
I took thy ſweetned pill, till I came neare; 
I could not go away, nor perſevere. 


Yet, leſt perchance I ſhould too happie be 
In my unhappineſle, 
Turning my purge to food, thou throweſt me 
Into more fickneſſes, 
Thus doth thy power crofle-bias me, not making 
Thine own gift good, yer me from my wayes taking. 


B 
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Now TI am here, what thou wilt do with me 

None of my books will ſhow: 
I reade, and fGigh, and wiſh I were a tree; 

For (ure then I ſhould grow 
To fruit or ſhade: at leaſt ſome bird would __ 
Her houſhold ro me, and I ſhould be jult, 


Yet, though thou troublcſt me, I muſt be meek; 
In weaknefle muſt be tour. 
Well, I will change the ſervice, and go ſcek 
Some other maſter our. 
Ah my deare God ©: though I am clean forgor, 
Let me not love thee, if | love thec not, 


th P as — 


Leo | — - —_ 


CF Repentance. 


Ord, I confeſſe my finne is great; 
Great is my anne. Oh ! gently crear 
With thy quick flow'r, thy momentanie bloom; 
Whoſe life ſtill preſſing 
Is one undrefſing, 
A ſteadic aiming ata tombe, 


Mans age is two houres work, orthree : 
Each day doth round abour us ſee. -- 
Thus are we rodelights: but we are all 
Tolorrows old, 
If life be told 
From what life feeleth, Adams fall. 


Oler thy height of mercie then 
Compaſſionate ſhort-breathed men. 
Cut me not off for my moſt foul rranſgreflian, 
I do confefle 
My fooliſhneſle; 
My God, accept of my confelhon, 
Syecter 


} 


ow: 
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$weeten at length this bitter bowl, 

Which thou haſt pour'd into my ſoul: 

Thy wormwood turn to health, windes to fair weather: 
For if thou ſtay, 

I and this day, 


As we did riſe, we dic together, 


Forthwith he waxeth wo and wan: 
itternefle fills our bowels; all oue hearts - 
Pine and decay, 
And drop away, 
And carrie with them th' other parts. 


1 When thou for ſfinne rebukeſt man, 


I 


But thou wilt finne and grief deſtroy; 
That (o the broken bones may joy, 
And tune together in a well-ſer ſong, 
Full of his praiſes, 
Who dead men raiſes. 
Fractures well cur'd make us more ſtrong, 


—_— 


— Q} __ — OO —— _ 


q Faith, 


Lord, how couldſt crhou ſo much appeaſe | 
Thy weath for finne, as when mans light was dimme, 
And could ſee little, to regard his eaſe, 

And bring by Faith all things to him? 


Hungrie I was, and had no meat: 
I did conceit a molt delicious feaſt; 

I had it ſtraight, and did as truely ear, 
As ever did a welcome gueſt. 


There is ararc outlandiſh root, 
Which when I could notger, I thought it here: 


That apprehenſion cur'd ſo well my foot, 
ThatI can walk to heay'n well neare. 
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I owed thouſands and much more; 
I did beleeve that I did nothing owe, 
And liv'd accordingly: my creditour 
Beleeves (o too, and lets me go. 


Faith makes me any thing, or all 
That T beleeve is in the ſacred ſtorie: 
And where finne placeth mein Adams fall, 
Faith ſets me higher in his glorie. 


If I go lowerfin the book, 
What can be lower then the common manger ? 
Faith puts me there with him, who ſweetly rock 
Our fleſh and frailtie, death and danger, 


It blifſe had lien in art or ſtrength, 
None but the wiſe or ſtrong had gained it : 
Where now by Faith all arms are of a lengthy 
One {1zc doth all conditions fic. 


A peaſant may belceve as much 

As 1 great Clerk, and reach the higheſt ſtature, 

Thus dolt thou make proud knowledge bend & crouch 
While Grace hills up uneven Nature, 


When creatures had no real] light 
Inherent in them, thou didſt make the ſunne 
Impuze a luſtre, and allowthem bright; 

And in this ſhew what Chriſt hath done. 


That which before was darkned clean 
Wirth buſhic groves, pricking the lookers eye, 
Vaniſht away, when Faith did change the ſcene: 
And then appcar'd a glorious skie, 


What thouzh my bodie runne to duſt > 
Faith cleaves unto it, counting ev'ry grain 
With an exa& and molt particular cruſt, 
Reſerving all for fleſh again, 
q Prayer, 


ouch 
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Gods breath in man returning to his birth, 
The ſoul in paraphraſe, heart in pilgrimage, 
The Chriſtian plummet ſounding heav'n and carth, 


Engine againſt th' Almightie, ſinners towre, 
Reverſed thuader, Chriſt-fide-piercing ſpear, 
The fix-dayes world-tranſpoſing ia an houre, 

Akinde of tune, which all things heare and fear, 


Sofrneſſe, and peace, and joy, and love, and bliſle, 
Exalted Manna, gladneſfle of the beſt, 
Heaven in ordinaric, man well dreſt, 
[The milkic way, the bird of Paradiſe, 

(dloud, 
Church-bels beyond the ſtarres heard, the ſouls 


The land of ſpices, ſomething undaſtood, 


th 


_—— —  — — 
4 The H. Communion, 


Ot in rich furniture, or fine aray, 
Nor in a wedye of gold, 
Thou, who for me waſt (ſold, 
To me doſt now thy (elf convey; 
For ſo thou ſhould*ſt without me ſtill have been, 
Leaving within me finne ; 


But by the way of nourrhment and ſtrength 
Thou creep'it into my brealt ; 
Making thy way my ret, 

And thy (mall quantities my length; 
hich ſpread their forces into ev'ry part, 

Mecting fannes force and art. 


Th Ct <<, 


Yet can theſc not get over to my ſoul, 
Leaping the wall that parts 
Ourſouls and fieſhly hearts; 

Bur as th'outworks, they may controll 

My rebcl-ficſh, and carrying thy name, 

Afﬀtright both fGiane and ſhame. 


Onely thy grace, which with theſe clements comes, 
Knoweth the readic way, 
And hath the privie key, 
Op'ning the ſouls moſt ſubrile rooms : 
While thoſe to ſpirits refin'd, at doore attend 
Diſpatches from their fricnd. 


Give me my captive ſoul, or take 
My bodic allo thither, 

Another lifc like this will make 
Them both to be rogerher, 


Before that ſinne tnrn'd fleſh to. ſtone, 
And all our lump to leaven; 

A fervent ſigh might well have blown 
Our innocent carth to heaven. 


For ſure when Adam did not know 
To finne, or finne to ſmorher; 

He might to heav'n from paradiſe go, 
As from one room t'another. 


Thou haſt reſtor'd us to this caſe 
By this thy heav'nly bloud, 
Which I can goto, when I pleaſe, 
And leave th'carth to their food. 


< Antiphon, 


nes, 


10N, 
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q Antiphon. 


bo. - Ex all the world in cv'ry corner fing, 
bs My God and King. 


Vers. The heay'ns are not too high, 
His praiſe may thither flic : 
The-earth is noeoo loyy, 
His praiſes there may grow. 


cho. Let all the world in ev'ry corner fing, 
My God and Krag. 


Vers. The church with pſalmes muſt hour 
No doore can keep them out + | 
Bur above all, the heart 
Muſt bear the longeſt part. 


Cbo, Lerall the world in ev'ry corner fing, 
My God and King. 


q] Love I. 
__—_ Love, authour of this ou frame, 


Sprung from that beautic which can never fade; 
How hath man parcel'd out thy glorious ame, -- 
And throwa it on that duſt which thou haſt made, 


While mortall love doth all the title gain ! 

Which fiding with invention, they together 
Bcar all the (way, poſſefiing heart and brain, 
( Thy workmanſhip) and give thee ſhare in ncither. 


Wit 
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Wit fancies beautic, beautic raiſeth wit : 

| Theworld is theirs; they two play out the game, 
Thou ſtandirig by : and though thy glorious nan 

Wrought our deliverance from th'iafernall pr, 


Who ſings thy praiſe? onely a skarf or glove (lo 
Doth warm our hands, and make them write « 


I I. 


Mmortall Heat, O let thy grearer fame 
Attra& the leſſer to it * let thoſe fires, 
Which ſhall conſume the world,firit make it tame 
And kindle in our hearts ſuch truc delires, 


As may conſume out luſts, and make thee way. 
Then (hall our hearts pant thee;then ſhall our brai 
All her invention on thine Altar lay, 


And there in hymnes ſead þack thy fire again : 


Our eyes ſhall ſee thee, which before ſavy duſt; 
Duſt blown by wit, till that they both were blinde 
Thou ſhalt recover all thy goods in kinde, 

Who wert difſeized by uſurpung lult ; 


All knees ſhall bovve to thee; all wits ſhall riſe, 
And praiſe him who did make and mend our cyes, 


—. 


— — — 
<q The Temper. 
Ow ſhould I praiſe thee, Lord: how ſhould my 
H Gladly engrave thy love in ſteel, (chymesY 
If what my ſoul doth feel ſometimes, 


My foul mightever feel ! Al 


- 
E - 
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Alchough there were ſome fourtie hexy'ns, or more, 
me, F Sometinres I [w——_ them all | 
nam Sometimes I hardly reach a ſcare; 

Sometimes to hell I fall. 


(lovefO rack me not to ſuch a vaſt extent; 
arc of Thoſe diſtances belong to thee: 
The world's too little for thy tent, 
A grave too big for me. 


Vile thou meet arms with man, that thou doſt ftretch 
A crumbe of duſt from heav'nto hell? ; 
Will great God meaſure with a wretch? 

Shall he thy ature ſpell? 


Dlet me, when thy roof my ſoul hath hid, 
O let me rooſt and neſtle there: 
brai Then of a ſinnes thou artrid, 
And I of hope and fear, 


ame 


Yet take thy way; for ſure thy way is beſt: 
Stretch or contra& me thy poore debter: 
This is but tuning of my breaft, 


ade To make the mufick berrer, * 
ether I flie with angels,fall with duſt, 
Thy hands made borh, and I am there. 
*2 Thy power and love, my love and truſt 
Make one place ey'ry where, 
—— 


« The Temper. 


w | T cannot be, Where is that mightie joy, 
Which juſt now took up all my heart? 

Lord, if thou muſt needs uſe thy dart, 

a that, and me; or fin for both deſtroy. 


cs 


The 
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The groſſer world ſtands to thy word and art; 
But thy diyiner world of grace 
Thouſuddenly doſt raiſe and raſe, 

And eyv'ry day a nevv Creatour arr, 


O fix thy chair of grace, that all my powers 
May alſo fix their reverence: m— 
For when thou doſt depart from hence, 


They grow unruly, and fit inthy boyers, 


Scatter, or binde them all to bend to thee: 

© Thoughelementschange, and heaven move, 
Let not thy higher Court remove, 

But keep a ſtanding Majeſticia me, 


| —_ —_—_ 


——— _— 


«| Jordan. 


W- ſayes that fiions onely and falſe hair 
Become a verſe? Is there intruth no beautie? 
Is all good ſtruture in a winding fair? 
May no lines paſle, except they do their dutic 

Not to a true; but painted chair? 


Ts it no verſe, except enchanted groves 

And ſudden arbours ſhadow courſe-ſpunne lines? 

Mukſ purling Kreams refreſh a lovers loyes? 

Muſt all be yail'd, while be that reades, divines, 
Catching theſeaſe at two removes? 


Shepherds are honeſt people; let them fing:; 
Riddle who liſt, for me, and pull for Prime: 
I envie no mans nightingale or ſpring: 
Norlet them puniſh me with lofle of rhyme, 
_ _ Who plainly fay, My God, My King. 


< Emplo 


The' Church; 


$ Employmede: 
F as a flower doth ſpread and die, 
[ Thou wouldft extcad me to ſome gaad; 
tcfore I were by froſts extrematie 


Nipt'inthe bad, 


The ſreetnefle and the praiſe were thine: 
But the extenſion and the room, 
c hichin thy garland I ſhould fill; were mine 
, Act thy great daam, 


For as thou doſt impart thy grace, 

The greater ſhall our glorie be. 

he meaſure of our joyes is in this place, 
he Ruffe with thee. 


: Let me not languiſh then, and ſpend 
ie? F Alife as barren to thy praiſe, 
Asis the duſt, tro which that lifedoth tend, 
But with delayes. 


All things are buſiez onely I 
> Neither bring hony with the bees, 
Nor flowers to make that, nor the husbandrie 
To water theſe, 


I'am nolink of thy great chain, 
Bur all my companie is a weed. 
fSLord place me in thy conſort; give one ſtrain 


To my poorerecd, 
C $ The 


50 The'Chutch. 
$ The H. Scriptures. I. 


H Book! infinite fweetnefle! let my heart 
Suck ev'ry letter, and a honie gain, 
Precious for any grief in any part; 

Tocleare the breaſt, to mollifie all pain, 


T hou art all health, health thriving, till it make 
+ A full eternitie: thouart a maſſe 

Of ſtrange delights,vvhere we may wil & take, 
Ladies, look here; this is the thankfull glaſſe 


That mends the lookers eyes: this is the well 
That waſhes what it ſhows. Who can indeare 
T hy praiſe roo much? thou art heay'ns Leiger 


Working againſt the ſtates of death and hell. ( here, 


Thou art joyes handſel]: heav'n lies flat in thee 
Subjeto ey'ry mounters bended knee, 


m—_— 
OO nn Iron ——— —— 


| 11. 


H that 1 knew howeall thy lights combine, 
And the configurations of their glorie! 
Secing not onely how each verſe doth ſhine, 

But all the conſtcllations of che ſtorie. 


This verſe marks that, and both do make a motion 
Unto a third, that ten leaves off doth lie: 
Then, as diſperſed herbs do watch a potion, 

Theſe thzee make up ſome Chriſtians deſtinie, 

| Suck 
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ch are-thy ſecrets, which my life makes yood, - 
And comments on thee; for in ev'ry thing | 
Thy words do finde-me our, and parallels bring, 

id in another make-me underſtood. _ | 


Srarres are poore books,and oftentimes da miſe: 
This Book of ſtarres lights to eternall blifſe, 


- — 
A— — 


«q Whitſunday. 
Iſten ſweet Dove unto my ſong, ' 
And ſpread thy golden wings 1n me; 
Hatching my tender heart ſo long, 


ill it get wing, and flie away with'thee. 


Where is that'fire which once deſcended 
On thy Apoſtles? thou didft then 


n houſe, richly attended, 


Such glorious gifts thou didſt beſtow, 

That th'carth did like a heay'n appeare :- 
The ſtarres were coming down to know 

they might mend their wages, and ſervehere, 


The ſunne, which once did thine alone; ' 
Hung down his head, and wiſhkg for night, 
When he beheld: twelve Sunnes for one 
oing about the world, and giving light. 


But fince thoſe pipes of gold, which broughe 

That cordiall —_ ro our -ound, 2:4 

Were cut and martyr'd by the fault - - -- ; 

thoſe, who did themſclyes through their fide wound 
C2 "g Thou 


— 


52 Tha Church) 


TEIN doore, and keep'ft withinz 

arce a.goad joy creepsthrough rhe chink : 

And if che braves of:conqu'ring finne 

Did not excte thee, wedbould wholly fink. 

 Loxd, though,we change, thoyart the Came; 

The Tata God of love and light : 
Reſtore this day, for thy great Name, 

Umto his ancient and miiracut6us Fight. ” 


M— ——_— 


q. Grace. 
Y ſtock lies dead, and no increaſe . 
M dow my dull husbandrie improve : 


O lex thy graces without ceaſe 
Drop from abave.. 


Tf Rill the ſunne ſhould hide his face, 

Thy houſe wguld bur a dungeon prove, 

Thy works nights captives : O ler grace 
Drop from, above ! 


The dew doth ey'ry morning fall; 

And ſhall the deyv out-ftrip thy Dove? 

The dey, for which grafle cannot call, 
Drop from above. 


Death is ſtill working Like a mole, 

And digs thy grave at each remove; / 

Let grace work too, and on my foal 
Drop from above. 


Sinne is ill _ammcring my heart 
c 


Unto a hardnefle, vgil of love: * 
Let ſuppling grace, to croſlc his art, 
; | Drop from above. 


The T hors 


come” Fay —"__ 
Dc if tome thihu' wilt riot note, 
2ccmove rf Where Trnetd fot 

Drop J7O8 ove. 


Praiſe. 
O writea Veſt vr two, is Hl the praiſe, 
That I can -_ 
Mend thy eftttre in an y mays, 
Thou ſhalt have mire 


got to Church; _—_ = to — and I « 
ie; 


Will chither 
Or, if I mount unto the skie, + 
I'will do niore. 


an is all weakneſle; there is no ſuch thing 
As Prince or Kin 

His arm is ſhort; yet with a fling 
He may do more. 


in herb diſtill'd, and drunk, may-dwell diext doore, 
On the ſame floote, 
To a brave ſoul : exdltthe poore, 
They cando more. 


O caiſe me thth: Poore bees, that work all day, 


bs delay 
Who have 26s reg fo well as they, 
And much, much more. 


P "SEPT. and 3 "I'S II—_— & —_— 


4 Aﬀticion. 


Kill menotey ry day, 
Thou Lord of life; fince thy one death for me 
Is more then all my deaths can be, 
Though I in broken pay 
D Nic overeath houre of Merhuſalems Rtay, 
C3 
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by May both the work and workman ſhow: 
J 


If all mens tears were let 
Into one common ſewer, ſea, and brine; 

What were they all, c 

Wherein if chey were (et, 


'They would diſcolour thy moſt bloudie ſweat. 


Thoyartmy grief alone, 
Thou Lord conceal it not: and as thou art 
All my delight, fo all my ſmart : 
Thy crofſe took up in one, 
By way of impreſt, all my future mone. 


'd tothine ? 


— — 


$ Martens. 


JT Cannot ope mine eyes, 
But thou art readie there to catch 
My morning-ſoul and facrifice : 
T hen we muſt needs for that day make a match, 


My God, what is a heart ? 
Silver, or gold, or precious ſtone, 
Oc ſtarre, or rainbow, or a part 
Of all theſe" things, or all of them in one ? 


My God, what is a heart, 
T hat thou ſhouldſt it ſo eye and wooe, 
Pouring upon ir all thy art, 
As if that thou ladft nothing cls to do? 


Indeed mans whole eſtate 
Amounts (and richly) to ſerve thee : 


He did not heay'n and carrtty create, 
Yet ſtudies them, not him by whor they be. 


Teach me thy love to know; 
That this new light, which now I ſee, 


en by a ſunne-beam 1] will climbe to thee. ” 
< 


The Church. 
Q Sinne. 


H that Icould a finne once (ce? 

We paint the devil foul; yet he 

Hath ſome good in him, allgeree. 
Sinne is flat op to th* Almightie, ſeeing 
It wants the good of wertue, and of being. 


mY God more care of us hath had: 
By ene make us ſad, 
ht of finne we ſhould grow mad, 
Yetasin hep we ſee foul death, and live; 
Sodevilsare our finnes in perſpe&ive. 


P——"I—_ —_—_. _— 


P_ 


$ Even-ſong. 
BLetit be the God of love, 


Who gave me eyes, and light, and power this day, 


Both to be bulie, and tv play. 
But much more ble be God above, 


Who gaye me fight alone, 
Which to himſelf he did denie: 
For when he ſees my wayes, I die: 
But I have got his Sonne, and he hath none. 


What have I bronght thee home 
For this thy love? have T diſcharg'd the debe , 
Which this da «7 favour did _ 
I ranne; bur all I brought, was tome. 


Thy diet, care, and coft 
Do end in bubbles, balls of windez 
Of winde to thee whom t have croft, 
Bur balls of wilde-fixe to my troubled minde, 
; EG C 4 


56 The»Thorth. 
Yet ſtill-thoy goeſt on, 
And now with darkneffe cloſeſt wearie eyes, 


Saying to man,.[t doth ſuffice: 
Henceforth repoſe; your work is done. 


® Thus in thy Ebonic box 
Thou doſt incloſe us, till the day 
Put our amendment in our way, 
And give nevy wheels to our diſorder'd clocks, 


I muſe yehich ſhoves more love, 
The day or night:that is the gale, this th'. harbour; 
T hat is:the walk, and this the arbour; 
Or that the garden, this the grove. 


My God, thou artall love. 
Not one;pegre minute ſcapes thy breaſt, 
Bur brings a favour from above: 


And in this love, morexhen in,bed,Ireft. 


—_.Þ.,w_S$.ewe. ett. At hs dank <en d h. 
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$ Church-monuments. 


TL that my ſoul premiſes to her deyotion, 
Here I intombe my fleſh, that it betimes 
May take acquaintance of this heap of duſt; 

To which the blaſt of deaths inceflant motion, 
Fed with the exhalation of our-crimes, 

Drives all at laſt, Therefore I gladly cruſt 


My bodieto this ſchool, that it learn 

To ſpell his elements, and finde his birth 
Writren in dultic heraldrie and lines: 

Which diflolyrion ſure doth beſt diſcern, 
Comparing uſt with duſt, and-earth with earth. 
Theſe laugh at Jeat, and Mazble put for ſignes, 


wr 97 
To ſever the gdod'fell ip of duſt, 
And ſpoil the tavering, rſball point out them, , 
When they ſhall bowe,and lencel and fall down flar 
To kifle theſe heaps, which how they have intruſt? 
Deare fieth, while I do pray, learn here thy temme 
And true defcent: thatWhenthou halt growfar, 


And wanton +a thy cravings, thou mayſt ktow 
That fleſh is but the lade which holds the duſt | 
That meaſures all our cime; which alſo ſhall 

| . Mark hevebolew 
How tame theſe aſhes are, how free from luſt, 
That thonwwyR Ke thyitlx aedinlt thy fa. 


# Church-mufick. 
om of ſweets, I thank you: when diſpleaſure 
Drd through my bodic wound 'my 
You took me thence,ahd vh your heaſe of pleaſure 
A dainty lodging me aſiign'd. 
Now 1 in you withe:t a bodie move, . 
Riſing and falling with your wings: 
We both togerhertwettly live and love, 
Yer ſay ſometimes, God help poore Kings,. 


b E—— 


Comfort, I'le dic; for if you poſte from me, 
Sure I hall doſo, and much more: 
But if I travcll in your companie, 


Youknov the veay to heavens doore. 


KEE. Aa Ry 


47 Church-lock and key. | 
Knoyy it is my ſinne, which lockschine cares, 
[ And bindesthy hands, 


Out-crying my requeſts, dtevvning my tcarsz 
Oc cle the chilae of op / Andarvy þ 
Saco—m-=> ir if T 
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Bur as cold hands are angry with the fire, 
And mend it ſtill; 
So I do lay the wantof my deſire, 
Not on my finnes, or coldnefſe, but thy will. ' 


Yet heare, O God, onely for his blouds ſake 

Which pleads for me : 
For though ſinnes plead too, yet like ſtones they mak 
His blouds ſrveet current much more loud to be, 


$ The Church-floore. 


| Ark youthe floore? that ſquare & ſpeckled ftone 
M Which looks ſo tirm and ſtrong, 
Is Patience : 


_ 


And th' other black and grave, wherevvith cach one 
Is checker'd all along, 


Humilitie: 


The gentle riſing, which on either hand 
Leads tothe Quire above, 
Is Confidence: 


But the ſweet cement, which in one ſure band 
Ties the whole frame, is Love 
And Charitie. 


Hither ſometimes Sinne ſteals, and tains 
| The marbles neat and curious veins: 
Bur all iscleanſed when the marble weeps. 
Somerimes Death, puffing at the doore, 
Blows all the duſt about the floore : 
But while he thinksto ſpoil the room, he ſweeps. 
Bleſt be the Architedf, whoſe arr 
Could build (o ſtrong in a weak hears. | 
; x @ The 
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T he . Church. 
$ The Windows. 
x On , how can man preach thyeternall word ? 


He isa brittle crazie glaſfle : 

Yet in thy temple thou doſt him afford 
This glorious and tranſcendent place, 
To be a window, through thy grace. 


But when thou doſt annealinglafle thy ſtorie, 
Making thy life to ſhine within 
The holy Pteachers; then the light and glorie 
""*More rev'rend grows,” and more doth wing. 
Which elſe ſhews watrith, bleak, and thin. 


Doctrine and life, colours andlight, in one 

When they combine and mingle, bring 
A ſtrong regard and aw: but ſpeech alone 

Doth vaniſh like a,flaring thing, 

And in the care, not conſcience, ring. 


a _— —_—_ — _ 


& Trinitie-Sunday, 


Ord, who halt form'd me our of mud, . 
And haſt redeem'd me through thy bloud, 
And ſanQifi'd me to do good; 


Purge all my finnes done heretofore :: 
For I confefſe my heavie ſcore, 
And I will ſtrive to finneno'more..  - 


Enrich my heart, mouth, hands in me, 
With faith, with hope,with.charitie 5 | 
That L oggay runne, riſe, reſt-yeith thee. 
IF 4 Con - 


50 * The Charch, 


«Ee Cotitehe. 


Eaxce mutt'ring thoughts , & do not grudge to ke 
P Withun the walls of your owa breaſt. 
Who cannot on his owa bed ſweetly ſleep, 

Can on anothers hardly reſt. 


Gad not abroad at ev'ry queſt and call 
Of an untrained hope or paſſion. 
To court each place or fortune that doth Fall, 
Is wanconnefle in comemplation. 


Mark hoyy the fite in flines doth quier lie, 
Content and warm t' it ſelf alone : 

But when it would appeare to others eye, 

Without a knock it never ſhone. 


Give me the pliant minde, whoſe gentle meaſure 
Complics and ſuits with all eftares; 
Which can let looſe to a crown, and yet with pleaſure 


Take up within avloitters gates. 
This ſoul doth ſpan the world, and hang content 


From either pole unto the centre: 
Where in cach room of the well-farniſht tence 
He lics yyarm, and without adyencure. 


"The brags of life are but a nine-dayes wonder : 
And after death the fumes that ſpring 
From private bodies, make as big a thunder, 
As theſe which riſe from a huge King, 


Onely thy Chronicle is Ioſt : and yet 

Berter by worms be all once (penr, 
Thento have hetlith morbs till gnaw and fret 
Thy aame in books, which may not rent; 


ke 


aſure 


The Cinrth. 


When all thy deeds, whale brunechou feel'® alone 


Are chaw'd by others pens and tonguc; 


And as their wit is, their digeſtion, 


Thy nouriſht fame is wok or ſtrong. 


Then ceaſe dilcoutſing ſoul, till thine own ground, 


Do nor thyſelf or friends im 
He that by ſeeking harch himfelf once found, 
Hath ever found a happie fortune. 


©, 
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« The Quidditic. 
Y God, a verſe is nota crown, 
Mo point of honour, or gay ſuit, 
No hawk, or banquet, or renown, 
Nor a good ſword, nor yet a hute : 


It cannot vault, or dance, er plays, 
It never was in France Ot Spainz 


© Nor can it entertain the day 


With a great ſtable or demaia : , 


It is no office, art, or news, 

Nor the Ex , or bufie Hall: 
But ic isthar which white Tuſc 

I am with thee, and Moſt take all. 


<q Humilitie, 
Saw the Vertues fitting hand in hand 
| In ſev'rall ranks upon an azure throne, 


Where all the beaſts and fowls by their command 


Preſented tokens of ſubmiſhon. 
Humilitie, who ſat the loweſt there 
| Toexecme their call, 


When by the beafts the preſcnts tendred _ 
al 


ave chem about to 


.62 Durch, 
"The angric Lion did preſent his paw, 
Which, by conſent re) po to Minſgerade: 

T he feartull Hare her cares, which by their lavy 

Humilitie did reach to Fortitude. 

[The jealous Turkie brought his corall-chain; 
That went to Temperance: 

On Juſtice was beſtow'd the Foxes brain, 

Kill'd in the way by chance. 


Art length the Crow bringing the Peacocks plume, 
(For he would not) as they beheld the grace 
Of that brave gift, each one began to tume, 
And challenge it as proper to his place, 
Till they fell our: which-when the beaſts eſpied, 

. Theyleapr upon the throne; 
And if the Fox had liv'd to rule their fide, 

Thty had depos'd each one. 


Humilitie, who held the plume, at this 

Did weep (o faſt, that the tears trickling down 

Spoil'd allthe train: then ſaying, Here it is 

For which ye wrangle, made them turn their frown 

Againſt the beaſts: ſo joyntly bandying, 
Theydrive them ſoon away; 

And then amerc'd them, double giftsto bring 
Atthe next Seſſion-day. 


M—— — 


md 
 { Frailtie.. 
Dom in my filence how do I deſpiſe 
What upon truſt 
Is ſtyled honour, riches, or fair eyes; 
Bur is farr duſt ! 
I ſurname them gilded clay, 
Deare earth, finc graſſe or hay; 
Ja all, Ithink my foor doth ever tread 
| Upon their head, But 


The 


But when I view abroad both Regiments; 
The worlds, and thine; 
Thine clad with fimpleneſle, and (ad events; 
The other fine, : 
Full of glorie and gay weeds, 
Brave | ge, braver deeds; 
That which was duſt before, doth quickly riſe, 
And prick mine eyes, 


O brook not this, leſt if what even now 
My foot did tread, 

Afﬀront thoſe joyes, whereyvith thou didſt endow 
And long fince wed 

My poore ſoul, ev'n fick of lavye, 
Ir may a Babel prove, 

Commodious to conquer heav'n and thee 

Planted in me. 


— — ” - | — 


$ Conſtancie, 


Who is the honeſt man ? 

has He that doth (till and ſtrongly good purſue, 

To God, his neighbour, and himſelf moſt true: 
Whom neither force nor faywning can 

Unpinne, or wrench from giving all their due, 


Whoſe honeſtie is not 
So looſe or eaſfie, that a ruffling winde 
Can blow away, or glitt'ring look it blinde : 
Who rides his ſure and even tror, 


While the vyorld novy rides by, novy lags behinde. 
” | Wb res ee Who 
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$4 . ), 
Who,when greu trialls come, 

Nor ſeeks, nior ſhunires theta bur #oth caltily Kay, 

T1ll he che thing and thee example weigh: 4 


All being Into 4 ſutimne 
Whar place or Fn iii he'doth pay. 
Whom none can work or wooc 
To uſe in any thing a trick or ſleight; 
For above all chings he abhorres deceit: 


His words and works and faſhion too 
All of a piece, and all are cleare and ſtraighr. 


Who eever mekts or thavvs 
At cloſe temptarrons: whenctht day is done 
His goodnefle (ers nor, but mdack can runne: 
Theſanne 20 ochers wricerh levys, 
And is their vertue; Verruess his Sunne. 


Who,when he is totreat 
With ſick folks, women, thoſe whom paſſions (way, 
Allows for that, and keeps his conſtant way: 
Whom ethcrs faulis do nor defcat; 
But though men fail him, yet his part doth play. 


Whornr nothing wan provure, 
When the wide world runncs bias, from bis will 
To withe his timbes; wad ſhate, nor wed che ill. 
This ivthe Mark-rman, aft and ſure, 
Who lll ivright, amd prayes-co be (oftill. 


« Affliction. 
Y heart did hcave,and there came forth, O God! 
Ms, that I knew chat thou walt in the grief, 
To guide and govera icto myrelicf, 
Makinz a (cepter of the rod: 
Hadit thou not had thy part, 
Suce the unruly ſigh had broke my hearr. 


w 
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But ſince thy breath gave me both life andſ} 
Thou knowft my tallies; and when there's "4 


So much breath to a ſigh, what's then behinde ? 
Or if ſome yeareswith it eſcape, 

The ſigh then _ is 

A gale to bring me ſooner ty my bliſſe. 


Thy life on earth was grief, and thouart ill 
Conſtant unto it, making it tobe 
A point of honour, now to grieve in me, 
And in thy members ſuffer ill. 
They wholament one crofle, 
Thou dying daily, praiſe thee v0 thy loſſe. 


——_— th ttt 4s th. Fa Wy 


6 The Starre, 


Right ſpark, ſhot from a brighter place, 
Bikes ams ſutround my Saviours face, 
Canſt thou be any where 

So vell as there? 


Yet, if thou wilt from thence depart, 
Take a bad lodging in my heart; 
For thou -— make a dpbter, 
And make it better. 


— 


Firſt with thy fire-work burn to duſt 
Folly, and worſe then folly, luſt: 
Then with thy light refine, 

And mak<c it ſhine. 


So diſengag'd from ſinne and fickneſle, 
Touch it with thy celeſtiall quicknefſe, 
That it may hang and moyc 
After thy loye. 


Ks 
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Then with our trinitic of light, 
Motion, and heat, let's take our flight 
Unto the place where thou 
Before didſt boye, 


Get me a ſtanding there, and place 
Among the bcams, which crowa the face 
Of him, who dy'd to part 
Sinne and my heart: 


That ſo among the reſt I may 
Glitter, and curle, and winde as they: 
That winding is their faſhion 
Of adoration. 


Sure thou wilt joy, by gaining me 
To fttic I. Vs ar3r Ah bec 
Unto that hive of beams 
And garland-ftreams, 


a — a 
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$ Sunday, 


Oo Day moſt calm, moſt bright, 
The fruit of this, the next worlds bud, 
Th' indorſcment of ſupreme delight, 
Writ by a friend, and with his bloud; 
The couch of time, cares balm and bay; 
The week were dark, but for thy light: 
Thy torch doth ſhow the way. 


Fs 


The other dayes and thou 
Make up one man; whoſe face thou art, 
Knocking at heaven with thy brow : 
The yorkie-dayes are the back-part; 
The burden of the week lies there, 
Making the whole to ſtoup and bowe, 
Till thy releaſe appeare. 


Man had ſtraight forward gone 
To endlefſe death : but thou doſt pull 
And turn us round to look on one, 
Whom, if we were not very dull, 
We could not chooſe bur look on ſtill; 
Since there is no place ſoalone, 

The which he doth not fill. 


Sundayes the pillars are, * 
On which heav'ns arched lies : 
The other dayes fill up the ſpare 
And hollow room with vanities. 
They are the fruitfull beds and borders 
In Gods rich garden : that is bare, 
Which parts their ranks and orders. 


The Sundayes of mans life, 
Thredded together on times firing, 
Make bracelets to adorn the wife 
Of the eternall glorious King, 

On Sunday heayens gate ſtands ope;z 
Bleſſings are plencifull and rife, 
More plentifull then hope. 


# ns TTFO, 
. 


This day my Saviour roſc, 
And did incloſe this light for his : 
T hat, as each beaſt his manger knows, 
Man might not of his fodder miſle. 
Chriſt hath rock in this piece of, d, 
And made a garden there for thol(e 

Who want herbs for their wound. 


The reſt of our Creation 
Our great Redermer did remove 
With the ſame ſhake, which at his paſſion 
Did th'carth and all things with it move. 
As Samſon bore the doores away, 
Chriſts hands, though nail'd, wrought our ſalyation, 
And &id tnhinge that day, 


The brightneſfſe of that day 
We ſultied by our Gal nice 1 
Wherefore that robe vve cat avvay, 
Having a new at his expenſe 
Whoſe drops of bloud 5) the Full price, 
That was requir'd to make us gay, 

And fir for Paradiſe, 


Thou art a day of mirth : 


And where the week-dayts trail on ground, 

Thy flight is higher, ty birth, 

Glet me take x the » 

Leaping with thee from fey to ſeven, 

Till that we both, being e9ſs'd from earth, 
Flic hand in hatsd to heaven ! 


« Avarice, 


The Charch, 69 
q, Avarice. 


Oney,thou bang of bliſe & Gaurſe of wo, . (fine?- 
M Whence com'ſt thou, that thou art ſo freſh and 
I know thy parentage is baſeand low :; 
M2n found thee poore and dirtie in a mine, 


Surely thou didſt (o little contribute 
To this great kingdome, which thou now haſt got,, 
That he was fain, when thou wert deſtitute, 


To digge thee out. of thy daxk caveand grot : 


Then forcing thee, by fire he made thee bright : 
jon, Nay, thou } ot the face of man; for ve 

Have with our ſtamp and (cal transferr'd our righe:, 
Thou art the man, and man bur drofle to thee, 


Man calleth thee his wealth, who made thee richz 
And while he digs out thee, falls in the ditch. 


—— — — 


MaxY 
Ana- Azny $eram. 


Ow well her name an..{rmy doth preſent, 
In whom the Lord of boſts did pitch his reac! 


— 


EE EEE nn P=  =3 Tra CRE 
<q Toall Angels and Saints. 


Of glorious ſpirits, who after all your bands 
See the ſmooth face of God, without a frown 

Or ſtrit commands; 
Where ev'ry one is king, and hath his croyn, 
It not upon his head; yer in his bands : - 


CC: 


Not 


70 The Chart hs. 
Not out of envy or maliciouſneſſe 
Do I forbear to crave your ſpeciall aid. 

I would addrefle 
My vows to thee moſt gladly, blefſed Maid, 
And Mother of my God, in my diſtreſle, 


Thou artthe holy Mine, whence came the Gold, 
The great reſtorative for all decay 

In young and old; 
Thou art the Cabinet where the Jewell lay z 
Chiefly to thee would 1 my ſoul unfold : 


But now (alas!) Idare not; for our King, 
Whom vve do all joyntly adore and praiſe: 
Bids no ſuch thing: 
And whcre his pleaſure no injunRion layes, 
('Tis your own cafe) ye never move a wing. 


All worſhip is prerogative, and a flower 
Of his rich crown, from whom lics no a 

Ar the laſt houre : 
Therefore we dare not from hus garland ſteal, 


To make a pokic for inferiour power, 


Although then others courr you, if ye know 

What's done on earth, we ſhall not fare the worſe, 
Who do not ſo; 

Since we are ever ready todisburſe, 

If any one our Maſters hand can ſhow. 


_ 


«q Employment. 
E that is weary, let him fir. 
H My ſoul would tirre 
And trade in courtehies and wit, 
Quitting the furre 
To cold complexians needing it. 


L O—_—_ 


— 


The Church, 


Man is no Rarre, but a quick coal 
Ot mortall fire: 

10 blows it not, nor doth controll 

A faine dehire, 

Lets his own aſhes choke his ſoul. 


en th' clements did for place conteſt 
With him, whoſe will 
Drdain'd the higheſt co be beſt; 

The carth (ar fill, 

ad by the others is oppreſt. 


Life is a bulineſſe, not good cheer; 
Ever in Warres. 

he ſunne ſtill ſhineth there or here, 

Whereas the ſtarres 

Watch an advantage to appeate. 


Oh that 1 were an Orenge-rrec, - 
That buke plant! 

Then ſhould I ever laden be, 
And never want 


Some fruit tur him that dreſſed me. 


but we are fill roo young or old: 
The man is gone, 
tefore ve do our wares unfold: 
Sowe freeze on, 
till the grave increaſe our cold. 


— 


— — CO—_— —_———— - 


$ Deniall. 


Hen my devotions could not pierce 
Thy filent cares; 
hen was my heart broken, as was my yerſe; 
My breaſt wasfull of fears 
And diſorder: 


72 The Charch. 


My bent thoughts, like a brittle bovy, 
Did tlic aſunder: 
Each took his way; ſome would to pleaſures go, 
Some to the warres and thander 
Of alarms, 


As good go any where, they (ay, 
As to benumme 
Both knees and heart, in crying night and day, 
(ome, come, my God, 0 come! 
But no hearir ;; 


O that thou ſhould@ giveduſt a-rongue 
To crie to thee, 
And then not heare it crying: all day long 
My heart wasin my knee, 


Butno hearing, 


Therefore my ſoul lay out of ſizhr, 
Untun'd, unſtrung: 
My feeble ſpirit, unable co. look right, 
Like a nipt bloſſome, hung 
contented. 


O cheer and tune my hearrleſle breaſt, 
Deferre no time; 
That ſo thy favours | pn my requeſt, 
They and my mindc may chime, 
And mend my rhyme. 


«| Chriſtmas, 


Ll after pleaſures as I rid one day, 
A My horſe and I, bothir'd, bodice and minde, 


With full crie of affeions, =_ aſtray; 
I took up in the next inne 1] could finde. 


We Cres. 73 
vere when T came, whom found I but my dearay 
My deareſt Lord, expeRting till the grief 
of leaſures brought me to him, readie there 
o be al paſlengers moſt (weet relief? 


, Then, he contrafted lighe, 
Wrap in nights mantle, ſtole into a manger; 
Since my dark ſoul and bruriſh is thy right, 
0 Man of all beaſts be not thou a ſtranger. 


Furniſh and deck my ſoul, that thou mayſt have 
A better lodging then a cack or graye. 


He ſhepherds (ing; and ſhall I filent be? 
| My God, no hymne for thee? 
y ſoul's a erd roo; a flock it feeds 
Of thoughts, and words, and deeds. 
ie paſture is thy wordzthe ſtreams, thy grace 
Enciching all the place. 
hepherd and flock thall ſing, and all my powers 
Our-ſing the day-lighrt houres, 
hen we will chide the ſunne fot lerring night 
Take up his place and righr: 
Je fing one common Lord; wherefore he ſhould 
Himſelf the candle hold. 
will go ſcarching, till I finde a ſunne 
Shall tay till we have done; 4 
willing ſhiner, that (hill ſhineas gladly, 
As froſt-nipt ſunnes look [adly. 
ben we will fing, and ſhine all our own day, 
And one another pay: 
s beams ſhall cheer my breaſt, ind both ſo twine, 
cy'n his beams ſing, and my muſick ſhine. 


D C Un: 


—_ 


The (harch. 
q Ungratefulneſſe, 
Ord, with whar bounrie and rare clemencie 
Haſt thou redeem'd us from the grave! 
If thou hadit let us runne, 
Gladly had man ador'd the ſunne, 


And thought his god moſt brave; 
Where now weſhall be better gods then he. 


Thou haſt but two rare Cabinets full of treaſure, 
The Trinitie, and Incarnation: 
Thou haſt unlockt them both, 
And made them jewels to betroth 
The work of thy creation 
Unto thy (elf in everlaſting pleaſure, 
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The Ratclicr Cabinet is the Trizitie, 
Whoſe (ſparkling light accefle denies: 
'T heretore thou Tot not ſhovy 
This fully to us, till death blow 
The duſt into our eyes: 
For by that powder thou wilt make us ſee, 


But all thy (veets are packt up in the other; 
Thy mercies birher flock and flow: 
Thar, as the firſt affrights, 
This may allure us with delights; 
Becaule this box we know: 
For ve have all af us juſt ſuch another. 


But man is cloſe, reſery'd, and dark to thee: 
When thou demandeſt but a heaft, 
'He cavils inſtantly. 
In his-poore cabinet of bone 
Sinnes have their box apazt, 
Defrauding thee, who gaveſt tyyo for one. 


$ Sig 


The Church. 
q Sighs and grones, 


O) Donor uſe me 
After my finnes! look not on my deſert, 
But on thy glorie! then thou wile reform, 
And nor retuſe me : for thou onely art 
The mightic God, bur I a fillie worm : 
O do not bruiſe me | 
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4 O do not urge me! 

For what account can thy ill ſteward make® 

I have abus'd thy ſtock, deſtroy'd thy woods, 

Suck all thy magazens : my head did ake, 

Till it found out how to conſume thy goods ; 
O donor ſcourge me ! 


Odo not blinde me ! 
] have deſery'd that an Egyptian night 
Should thicken all my porvers; becauſe my luft 
Hath ſtill ſew'd fig-leaves to exclude thy light ; 
But I am frailtie, and alreadie duſt : 


Odonotgrinde me ! 


Odonot fill me 
With the curn'd viall of chy bitter wrath ! 
For thou haſt other veſſels full of bloud, 
A part whereof my Saviour emptied hath, 
Ev'n unto death : fince he di'd for my good, 
O do not kill me ! 


Bur O reprieve me ! 
For thou haſt life and death at thy command; 
Thou arc both Zudge and Savioxr, feaſt and rod, 
Cordiall and Corrobue : put not thy hand 


Into the bitter boxz but O my God, 
My God, relieve me ! 


D 2 « The 


The Church, 


« The World. 


ee built a ſtately houſe; where Fortune came 1 
And ſpiniiing phtnGes, ſhe was heard to (ay, 
"That her tine cobwebs did ſupport the frame, 
Whereas they were ſupported by the ſame : 

But 1iſdome quickly Le them all away. 
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Then Pleaſure came, who, liking not the faſhion, 
Began to make Baltores, Terraces, | 
T1ll ſhe-had weakned all by alteration : 

But rev'rend-{awr, and many a proclamation 
Reformed all at length vwith menaces, 


Then enter'd Sizve, and with that Sycomore, 

Whoſe leaves firſt ſheltred man from dronght and devy, 
Working and winding flily evermore, 

The inward walls and Sommers cleft and tore : 

Bux Grace ſhor'd theſe, and cut that as it grew. 


Then Sinxe combin'd with Death in a firm band 
To raſe the. building to the very floore : 

Which they effe Red, none could them withſtand, 
But Love and Grace took Glorie by the hand, 
And built abrayer Palace then betore. 


-— 


Coloſl, 


The Church. 


Colofl. 3. 3. 


Our life is hid with Chrift in God. 


Mr words & thoughts do both exprefſe this notion 
That L IF & hath with the ſun a double motion. 
The firſt 1 $ ſtraight, and our diurnall friend; 

The other H 1 D, and doth obliquely bend. 

One life is wrapt 1N fleſh, and tends to earth; 

The other windes towards HIM, whoſe happie birth 
Taught me to live here ſo, THAT Kill one eye 
Should aim and ſhioor at that which 75 on high: 
Quitting with daily labour all 2:7 atore, 
To gain at harveſt an erernall TXEAſure. 
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IE urann— nt II—_—_ —— —— 
«| Vanitie, 


'THe fleet Aſtronomer can bore 
Andthred the ſpheres with his quick-piercing minde: 
He views their ſtations, walks from doore to doore, 
Surveys, as if he had defign'd 
To make a purchaſe there : he ſees their dances, 
And knoweth long before 
Both their full-ey'd aſpe&ts, and ſecret glances. 


The nimble Diver with his fide 
Cuts through the working waves, that he may fetch - 
His deerly-carned pearl, which God did hide 
On purpoſe from the ventrous wretchz 
That he might ſave his life, and alſo hers, 
Who with exceſſive pride 
Her ewndeſirution and his danger wears. 


D 3 


The Church. 


The ſubtil Chymick can deveſt 
And trip the creature naked, till he finde 
The callow principles within their neſt : 
T here he imparts to them his minde, 
Admitted to their bed-chamber, before 
They appeare trim and dreſt 
To ordinarie ſuitours at the doore, 
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What hath not man ſought out and found 
But his deare God? who yet his glorious law 
Emboſomes in us, mellowing the ground 

With ſhowres and froſts,with love and aw; 
So that ve nced not ſay, Where's this command ? 

Poore man! thou ſearcheſt round 
To finde out death, but miſicit life at hand. 


by 


_— ——— OO E—_— F- —_ 


C Lent, 


VA/ Frome deare feaſt of Lent: who loves not thee, 
He loves not Temperance, or Authoritie, 
But is compos'd of paſlion, 
The Scriptures bd us faſt; the Church ſayes, Now : 
Give to thy Mother, what thou wouldit allow 
Toev'ry Corporation, 


The humble (ul, compos'd of love and fear, 

Begins at home, and layes rhe burden there, 
When do&rines diſagree, 

He ſayes, in things which uſe hath juſtly got, 

] am a ſcandall to the Church, and not 

The Church 4s ſo to me. 


nd, 


Wy 


ce, 


The Church. 


True. Chriſtians ſhould be glad of an occaſion 
To uſe their temperance, ſeeking no evaſion, 
When good is ſeaſonable; 
Unleſſe Authoritic, which ſhould increaſe 
The obligation in us, make itleſle, 
And Power it ſelf diſable, 


Befides the cleannefe of fiveet abſtinence, 

Quick thoughts and motions at a ſmall expenſe, 
A face not fearing light: 

Whereas in fulneſle there are (lutriſh fumes, 

Sowre exh11lations, and diſhoneſt rheums, 
Revenging the delight. 


Then thoſe ſme pendent profirs, which the ſpring 
And Eaſter intimate, enlarge the ching, 
And goodnefle of the deed. 
Neither ought other mens abuſe of Lent 
Spoil the good uſe; leſt by that argument 
We forfcit all our Creed, 


It's true, we cannot reach Chriſts forticth day; 
Yet to go part of that religious way, 
Is better then to reſt: 
We cannot reach our Saviours puritiez 
Yet are we bid, Be boly ev'n as he. 
In both lct's do our beſt, 


Who goeth in the way which Chriſt hath gone, 
I much more ſure to meet with him, then one 
Thar travelleth by-wayes. 
Perhaps my God, though he be farre before, 
May turn, and take me by the hand, and more 
May ſtrengthen my decayes. 
D 


4 Yer 


Lo The Cherch. 


Yet LordinſiruRt us to improve our faſt 
By ſtarving finne, and taking ſuch repaſt 
As may our faults control]: 
"That ev'ry man may revyell at his doore, 
Noe in his parlour; banquetting the poore 
And among thoſe his ſoul. T 


mma — 
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« Vertue., | 


Weet day, ſo cool, ſocalm, ſo brighe, 
The bridall of the earth and skie: 
"The dew ſhall weep thy fall to night; ] 

For thou muſt dic, | 


Bids the raſh gazer wipe his eye: 
'T hy root 15 cvcr in its grave, 


] 

| 

Sweet roſe, whoſe hue angrie and brave 
And thou muſt die. ] 


Sweet ſpring, full of ſweet dayes and roſes, 
A box wherc tweets compadted liez 
My muſick (hows ye have your cloſes, 


And all muſt dic. 


Oncly 1 ſweet and vertuous ſoul, 
Likeſcaſon'd timber, never gives; 
But though the whole world turn to coal, 


Then chiefly lives. 


6 The 


he 


The Chinch; 
$ The Pearl. Matth, 13. 


Know the wayes of Learning; both the head 
[ And pipes that feed the preſſe, and make ic runnez 
What Reaſon hath from Nature borrowed, 
Orof it ſelf, like 2 good huſwife, ſpunne 
In laws and policiez whatthe ſtarres conlpire; 
What willing Nature ſpeaks, what forc'd by fire; 
Both th' old diſcoveries, and the new-found ſeas, 
The ſtock and ſurplus, cauſe and hiſtorie: 
All cheſe ſtand open, or I have the keyes : 

Yet I love thee. 


I know the wayes of Honour, what maintains + 

The quick returns of courtefie and wit ; 

In vies of fayours whether partie gains, 

When glorie (wels the heart, and moldeth it 

To all expreſſions both of hand and eye, 

Which on the world a true-love-knot may tie, . 

And bear the bandle, whereſoe're it goes : 

How many drammes of ſpirit there muſt be 

To ell my life unto my trixnds or foes: 
YerIlove thee. 


I know the wayes of Pleaſure, the (yveert ſtrains, 
The lullings and the relithes of it ; 

The propofitions of hot bloud and brains; 

What mirth and mukck mean; what love and wit 


I know the projects of unbridled itore: 

My ſtuffe is [2g braſlez my ſenſes live, 

And grumble oft, that they have more in me 

hen he that curbs i but one to five @ 
YertI love thee. 


Ds : 


Have done theſe twentie hundred yeares, and more > 


$2 The Charch. 


I know all theſe, and have them in my hang: 

Therefore not ſcaled, but with open eyes 

I flic to thee, and fully underſtand 

Both the main (ale, and the commodities ; 

Andat what rate and price I have thy love ; 

With all the circumſtances that may move: 

Yet _— the labyrinths, not my groveling wit, 

Bur thy filk rwiſt let down from heav'n to me, 

Did both conduR and teach me, how by it 
Toclimbe to thee, 


_ F 


ew I——— -—— 


q Afﬀicion. 
gre in pieces all aſunder fs 


Lord hunt me not, 
A thing forgor, 
Once a poore creature, now a wonder z 
A wonder tortur'd in the ſpace 
Betwixt this world and that of grace. 


My thoughts are all a caſe of knives , 
Wounding my heart 
With ſcatter'd ſmart, 
As warring pots give flow'rs their lives. 
Nothing thcir furie can controll, 
While they do wound and prick my ſoul. 


All my attendants are at rife, 
Quitting their place 
Unto my face : 
Nothing performs the task of life: 
The elements are let looſe to fight, 
And white I live, tric out their righr, 


The Church. 
Oh help, my God ! let not their plor 


Kill chem and me, 
And alſo thee, 
Who art my life : diflolve the knot, 
As the ſunneſcatters by his light 
All the rebellions of the night. 


Then ſhall thoſe powers, which work for griet, 
Enter thy pay, 
And day by day - 
Labour thy praiſe and my relief 5 
Wh care and courage building me, 
Till I reach heay'n, and much more thee, 


a. — —_—— 
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$ Man. 


MY God, I heard this. day, 
That none doth build a ſtatcly habitation, 
But he that means to dwell therein. 
What houſe more ſtately hath there been, 
Or can be, then is Man ? to whoſe creation 
All chings are in decay, 


For Man 18 ev'ry thing, 

And more: He is atree, yet beares no fruits 
A beaſt, yer is or ſhould be more. 
Reaſon and (ſpeech we onely bring. . 

Parrats may think us, if they are not mure, 

They go upon vhe (core, 


Man is all (ymmetrie, 
Full of proportions, one limbe to another, 
And al t7 all che world beſides: 
Each part may call the fartheft brothee: - 
For head with foot hath private amitie, 
And both with moons and tides. 


Nothing - 
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The Church. 


Nothing hath got ſo farre, 
But man hath caught and kept it, as his prey, 
His eyes diſmount the higheſt ſarre: 
He is in little all the ſphere. 
Herbs gladly cure our flefh, becauſe that they 
Finde their acquaintance there. 


For us the windes do blow, 
"he earth doth reſt, heay'n move,and fountains flow, 
: Nothing we ſee, but means our good, 
As our delight, or as our treaſure : 
"The whole is cither our cupboard of food, 
; Or cabinet of pleaſure. 


The Rtarres have us to bed ; 
Night draws the curtain, which the funne withdraws: 
Muſik and I>zht attend our head. 
All things unto our fleſb are kinde 
In their deſcent and being; to our minde 
Intheir aſcent and cauſe, 


Each thing is full of dutie, 
Waters united are our navigation; 
Diſtinguiſhed, our habitation; 
Below, our drink; above, our meat : 
Both are our cleanlinefle. Hath one ſuch bcautic? 
Then how areall things near | 


More ſervants wait on Man, 
Then he'I take notice of : in ey'ry path , 
He treads down that which doth befriend him, 
When ficknelſe makes him pale and wan. 
Oh mighticlove ! Manis one world, and hath 
Another to attend him. 


, 


Since 


Ws: 
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The Church, 


Since then, my God, thou haſt 


So brave a Palace builtz) dwell in it, 


That it may dwell with thee ar laſt ! 
Till then, afford us ſo much wit , 
That as the world ſerves us, we may ſerve thee, 


And both thy ſervants be, 


(bo. 


Chs. 


(bo, 


Cho. 


(ho. 
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« Antiphon. 


Raiſed be the God of love, 
P Men. Here below, 


Angels. And here above : 


Whoe hath dealt his mercies ſo, 
Ang. To his friend, 
Men. And to his foes 


T hat both grace and glorie tend 
Ang. Us of old, 
Men. And us inth'end; 
T he great Shepherd of the fold 
Ang. Us did make, 
Men. For us was fold, 


He our foes in pieces brake : 
Ang, Him we touch; 
Alen. And him we take, 
Wherefore ſince that he is ſuch, 
Ang. We adore, 
Men. And wedo crouch, 


Lords thy praiſes ſhould be more, 
Men. We have none, 
Ang. And we no ſtore, 

Praiſcd be the God alone, 


Who hath made of two folds one. 


q Un- 


The Church, . 
$ Unkindneſſe. 


Ord, make me coy and tender to offend. 
Lin friendſhip, firſt I think, if that agree, 
Which I intend, 
Unto my friends intent and end. 


1 would norule afriend, as Luſe Thee. 
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If any touch my friend, or his good name, 
It is my honour and my love to free 
His blaſted fame 
From the leaſt ſpor or thoughe of blame, 
I could not uſe a friend, as I uſe Thee, 


*My friend may ſpit upon my curious floore: 
Would he have gold ? I lend ic inſtantly; 
But let the poore, 
And thou yithin them ſtarve xz doore, 
] cannot uſe a friend, as I uſe Thee. 


When that my friend pretendeth to a place, 
I quit my intereſt, and leave it free ; 
But when thy grace 
Sues for my heart, I thee diſplace; 
Nor would I uſe a friend, as I uſe Thee. 


Yet can afriend what thou haſt done fulfill > 
O write 1n brafle, My God upon a tre 
Hu bloud did fp, 
Onely to purchaſe my good will : 
Yet uſe I not my foes, as I uſe Thee, 


$ Life 


Lifc 


The Church, 
$ Life. 
[ Made a poſie, whilethe day ran by : 


Here will I ſmell my remnant our, and tie | 
My life within this band. 
But Time did becken to the flow'rs, and they 
By noon moſt cunningly did ſteal away, 
And wither'd in my hand. 


My hand was next to them, and then my heart : 
I took, without more thrnking, in good part 
Times gentle admonitiong 
Who did (o ſweetly deaths ſad taſte convey, 
Making my minde to ſmell my fatall day, 
Yet ſugring the ſuſpicion, 


Farewell deare flow'rs; ſweetly your time ye ſpent, 
Fit, while ye liv'd, for ſmell or ornament, 
And after death for cures, 
I follow ſtraight without complains or grief, 
Since, if my (ent be good, I carenorif 
It be as ſhort as yours. 


| ——— ww — — 
- 


« Submiſion. 


Ue that thou art my wiſdome, Lord, 
B And both mine eyes are thine, 
My minde would be extreamly ſtirr'd 

For miſſing my deſizne. 


Were it not better to beſtovy 
Some place and power on me e 
Then ſhould thy praiſes with me grove, 
And ſhare in my degree. 
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But when Thus diſpute and.prieve, 
I do reſume my ſight, 

And pilfring whatI once did give, 
Diſſeizc thee of thy right. 


How know I, if thouſhouldſtme raiſe, 
That I ſhould then raiſe thee ? 

Perhaps great places and thy praiſe 
Dm ſo well agree. 


Wherefore unto my gifc I ſtand; 
I will no more advilc : 

Onely dothoulend me a hand, 
Since thou haſt both mine eyes, 


— i _— 


q Juſtice. 
] Cannor skill of theſe thy vwayes, 

I ord, thou didſt make me, yet thou woundeſt me: 

Lord, thou doſt wound me, yet thou doſt relieve me: 


Lord, thou relieveſt, yet 1 die by thee: 
Lord, thou doft kill me, yet thou doſt reprieve me. 


But'when I mark my life and praiſe, 
"Thy juſtice me moſt fatly payes : 
For, I do praiſe thee, yet I praiſe thee not : 
My prayers mean thee, yet my prayers ſtray : 
I would do well, yet frune the hand bath got: 
My ſoul doth love thee, yet it loves delay. 
I cannot skillof rheſe my wayes. 


_—__——_—_ 
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$ Charms and Knots. 


Ho reage a chapter when they riſe, 
VV Shall ne'ce be troubled with uul eyes. 


WI 
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A poore mans rod ,when thou doſt ride, 
Is both a weapon and a guide, 


Who ſhuts his hand, hath loſt his gold: 
Who opens it, hath at twicetold. 


Who goes to bed and doth not pray, 
Maketh two nights toev'ry day, 


Who by aſperſions throw a ſtone 
At th' head ef others, hit their own. 


Who looks on ground with humble eyes, 
Findes himſelf there, and ſeeks to riſe, 


When th' hair is ſweet through _* or luſt, 
The powder doth forget the duſt, 


Take one from ten, and what remains? 
Ten fill, if ſermons go for gains, 


In ſhallow waters heay'n doth ſhove: 
But who drinks on, to hell may go. 


Mi 


* —— __ 


$ Affliction. 


Myr God, 1read this day, 
Thit planted Paradiſe was not fo firm, 
As was and is thy floting Ark; whoſe ſtay 
And anchor thou art onely, to confirm 
And ftrengthen it in ev'ry age, 
When wayes do riſe, and tempeſts rage. 


At firſt we liv'd in pleaſure; 
Thine own delights thou did ro os impart: 
When ve grew wanton, thou didft uſe diſpleaſure 
To make us thine: yer that we might not part, 
As we at fiſt did board with thee, 
Now thou wouldſt taſte our miſeric, 
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There is but joy and grias; 


If either will convert us, we are thine: 

Some Angels us'd the firſt; if ourrelicf 

Take up the ſecond, then thy double line 
And ſey'rall baits in either kinde 
Furniſh thy table to thy minde. 


Afiftion then is ours; 
We are the trees, whom ſhiking faſtens more, 
While bluſtring windes deſtroy the wanton bowers, 
And ruffle all heir curious knots and ſtore, 
My God, fo zemper joy and wo, 
That thy bright beams may tame thy bow, 


em 


« Mortification, 
How ſoon doth man decay! 


Whenclornes are taken from a cheſt of ſeets 
To ſwaddle infants, whoſe young breath 
Scarce knows the way; 
Thoſe clouts are little winding ſheets, 
Which do configne and ſend them unto death. 


When boyes go firſt to bed, 
They ſtep into their voluntarie graves; 
Sleep bindes them faſt onely their breath 
Makesthem not dead: 
Succeſſive nighs, like rolling waves, 
Convey them quickly, who are bound for death. 


When youth is frank and free, 
And calls for muſick, while his veins do (well, 
All day exchanginz mirth and breath 
In companic; 
That muſick ſummons to the knell, 
Which ſlall befriend him at the houſe of death. 


's, 
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When man grows ſtaid and wiſe, 
ing 2 houſe and home, where he may move 
Within the circle of his breath, 
Schooling his eyes; 
That dumbe inclofure maketh love 
Into the coffin, that atrends his death, 


When age grows low and weak, 
uking his grave, and thawing ev'ry yeare,, 
Till all do melr, and drown his breath 
When he would ſpeak; 
A chair or litter ſhows the beere, 
hich ſhall convey him to the houſe of death. 


Man, ere he is aware, 
ath put together a (olemairie, 
And dreſt his herſe, while he hath breath 
As yer to ſpare. 
Yet Lord, inſtru us foto die, 
That all theſe dyings may be life in death, 


q Decay. 


Weet w-re the daycs , when thou didit lodge with 
DStruzgle with Jacoby fit with Gideon, (Lor, 
dviſe with Abraham, when thy power could not 
ncounter Moſes ſtrong complaints and mone : 
Thy words were then, Let me alone. 


Dane might hive ſought and found thee preſcnily 
t ſome fair oak, or buth, or cavc, or well : 
smy God this way? No, they would reply : 
e 15 to S18ai gone, as we heard tell ; 
Liſt, ye may heare great Aaroas bell. . 
ue 
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But now thoudoſ thy ſelf immure and cloſe 

In ſome one corner of a feeble heart : 

Where yet both Sinne and Satan, thy old foes, 

Do pinch and ſtrain thee, and uſe much arr 
To gainthy thirds and little part. 


Tſee the world grows old, when as the heat 
Of thy great love once ſpread, as in an urn 
Doth cloſer up itſelf, and ſill cerrear, 
Cold finne th11l forcing it, rill it return, 

And calling Juſtice, all things burn. 


— = —_—_— 
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<q Miſeric. 
Lord, let the Angels praiſe thy name, 


Man 15 a foohith thing, a fooliſh ching 
Folly and Sinne play all his game, 
His houſe Kill burns and yet he till doth ſing, 
Alan us but graſſe, 
He knows it, fill the glaſſe, 


Howcanft thou brook his fooliſhneſle ? 
Why, he'l aort loſe a cup of drink for thee : 
Bid him but temper his exceſſe; 
Not hi : he knows where he can better be, 
As he will fwear, 
Then to ſerve thee in fear. 


What ſtrange pollutions doth he wed, 
And make his own, as if none knew bur he : 
No man ſhall beat into his head, 
That thou within his curtains drawn canſ fee : 
They are of cloth, 
Where never yet came moth. 
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The beft'of men, turn but thy hand 
2 one poore minute, ſtumble at a pinne : 
They rvould not have theic ations ſcann'd,, 
Nor any ſorrovy tell them that they (inne, 


Though it be ſaall, - 
And Roh. not their fall. 


They quarrell thee, and would give over 
The bargain made to ſerve thee : but thy loye 
Holds them unto it, and doth cover 
heir follies wich the ving of thy milde Dovey 

"Not ſuf ring thoſe 
Who would, to be thy foes, 


My God, Man cannot praiſe thy name : 
hou art all brightneſſe, perfe puritie ; | 
The ſanne holds down his head for ſhame, 
rad with eclipſes, when we teak of thee, 
How ſhall inte&ion 
Preſume on thy perfeRion ? 


As dirtic hands foul all they touch, 
id thoſe things moſt, which are mo pure and fine ; 
So our clay hearts, ev'n when we crouch 
ſo ling thy praiſes, make them lefle divine, 
Yer cither this, 
Or none thy portion is. 


Mn cannot ſerve thee; let him go 
id ſerve the {wine : there, there is is delight : 
He doth not like this Vertue, no; | 
we him his dirt to wallow in all night; 
Theſe Preachers make 
His head to ſhoot and ake, 
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Oh fooliſh man, where are thine eyes? 
Horv haſt thou loſt them in'a croud of cares! 
Thou pul the rug, and wilt nor riſe, 
No, not to purchaſe the whole pack of ſtares : 
There let them ſhine, 
Thou muſt go ſleep, or dine. 


The bird that ſees a daintie boyrer 
Made in the tree, where ſhe vyas wont to fit, 
"Wonders and lings, but not his power, 
Who made the arbour : this exceeds her yvir. 
' But man doth know 
T he ſpring, whence all chings flow : 


And yet, as though he knew it nor, 
Fis knowledge yyinks, and lets his humoursre igne; 
They make his life a conſtant bloc, 
And all the bloud of God to run in vain, 
Ah wretch: what verſe 
Can thy ſtrange wayes rehearſe ? 


Indeed at firſt Man was a treaſure, 
A box of jewels, ſhop of tariries, 
A ring, whoſe poſic was, My pleaſure* 
He veas a garden in a Paradiſe ; 
Glorie and grace 


Did croven his heart and face. 


But finne hath fool'd him. Now he is 


A lump of fleſh, without a foor or wing 
To raiſe him to the glimpſe of blifle ; 


A fick tols'd veſlel, daſhing on each thing; 
N.ty, hts own ſhelf: 
My God, I mean my (cit 


q Jorc 


gne; 
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e Jordan. 


Hen frſt my lines of heav'nly joyes made men- 
VV Su vas their luſtregrhey did fo excell, (tion 
That I ſought out quaint words and trim invention : 
My choughts began to burniſh, ſprout, and ſwell, 
Cucliag with metaphors a plain intention, 
Decking the ſenſe, as if ir were to ſell. 


Thouſands of notions in my brain did runne, 

Of 'ring their ſervice, if I were not ſped: 

Joften blotted what I had begun; 

This was not quick enough, and that was dead. 
Nothing could ſeem too rich to clothe the ſunne, 
Much lefle thoſe joyes which trample oa his head. 


As flames do work and winde, when they aſcend, 
Sodid I weave my (elf into the ſenſe. 

Bu while I buſtled, I might heare a friend 
Whiſper, How wide is all this long pretence! 
There is inlove a ſweetneſſe ready pean'd: 

(opic out onely that, and ſave expenſe. 


_—  — 


q Prayer. 


©]; whae an caſfic quick accefſe, 
My blefſed Lord, art thou! how ſuddenly 
May our requeſts thine care invade! 
To ſhev' that ſtate diſlikes not calineſſe. 
If I but Iifr mine eyes, my ſuit is made: 


Jhou canit no more not heare, thenthou canſt __ 


—O— OO — — — 


Th yeh; 
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Of what ſupreme Almightie power 
Is thy great arm, which Te Eſt and weſt, 
And tacks the centre to theſphere! 
By it d90 all chings live their meaſur'd houre: 
We cannot ask the thing yvhich is nor there, 
Blaming the ſhallownefle of our requeſt. 


Of what unmeaſurable love 
Art thou poſſeſt, who, when thou could not die, 
Wer: fain-to take our fleſh and curſe, 


And for our ſakes in perſon fanne reprovez 
That by detroping tha which cy dthy purſe, 
Thou might'f make way for liberalirie; 


Since then theſe three wait on thy throne, 
Faſe, Power, and Love; I value Prayer ſo, 
That were I to leave all bur one, 


Wealth, fame, endowments, vertues, all ſhould go: 


I and deare Prayer would t dyell, 
And quickly gain, for each inch loſt, an ell. 


% 
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$ Obedience, 
Myr God, if writings may 
Convey a Lordthp anyway 
Whither the buyer and the ſeller pleaſe ; 


Let it notrhee dilpleaſe, 
If this poore paper do as much as they, 


On it my heart doth bleed 
As many liacs, © $ there doth need 
To paſſe it (elf and all it hath ro thee: 
To which I do agree 
And here preſent is as wy (peciall deed, 


The Chireh, * 


If that hereafter Pleaſure 
Cavil,and-claim-her part and meaſure, 
As if thispaſſeil with a reſervation, 

Or ſome ſuch words in faſhion; 
I bere exclude the wrangler from thy treafare; 
_ Oler thy facred will 


All thy delight in me ful6l1! 
Let me not chink an ation mine own vay, 
Bur 28 thy love ſhall _ 
Refigning up the rudder to thy $ki 


Lord, what is man to thee, 
That thou fhouldt minde arotten tree? 
Yer ſince thou canſt not chooſe but ſce my aQions; 
| So great are thy perfeRions, 
Thou mayſt as well my ations guide,as (ce. 


Befides, thy death and bloud 
Show'd a ſtrange love to all our good: 
- $ Thy ſorrows weie in earneſt; no faint proffer, 
Or ſuperficiall offer 
Of what we might noctake, or be withſtood. 


Wherefore I all forgo: 
Toone yord onely 1 (ay, Ne. 
Where in the deed there was an intimatiog 
Of a gift or donation, 
Lord, let it now by way of purchaſe go. 


He that will paſſe his land, 
AsT have mine, may ſet his hand 
And heart unto this deed, when he hath read, 
And make the purchaſe (| 
$To both our goods, if he to itwill ſtand. 
, 4 Z E n 
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Into theſe lines; till in heav'ns court of rolls 
They vere by winged ſouls 
Entred for both, farre above their deſert! 
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q Conſcience. 
Peace pratler , do not lowre : 
Not a fair look, but thou doſt call it foul: 
Not a ſweet diſh, but thou doft call it ſovrre: 
Muſick to thee doth howl, 
By liſtning to thy charting fears 
I have both loſt mine cycs and cares, 


Pratler, no more, I ſay: 
My thoughts muſt work, bur like a noiſclefle ſphere. 


Harmonious peace muſt rock them all the day: 
o room for pratlers there, 
If thou perfiſteſt, 1 well tell thee, 
That 1 ave phyſick co expel] thee. 


And «the receit ſhall be 
My Saviours bloud: when ever at his board 
160 but taſte ir, ſtraight it deanſeth me, 
And leaves thee not a word; 
No, ngt a tooth or nail to ſcracch, 
Andat my ations carp or catch. 


Yet if thou talkeſt (till, 
Bchides my phyſick, know there's ſome for theez 
$o.nc wood 1nd nails tro make a ſtaffe or bill 
For thoſe that trouble nic: 
The bloudie croffe of my deare Lord 
L: both my phyſick and my (vword, 
be q $i 
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Sion. | 
Ord, wh whar glorie watt chou ſerv'd of old, 


| —————— 


Where moſt t 
The wood 


bellies 


With Blowers and ae aadiaient ar: 


how's the builders, crav'd the ſcars care, , 


et all chis gloric,, all chis pomp and ſtate | 
did not affe@ thee much, was not TT 
Sumething there was that ſow'd debate : 
Wherefore thou quitr'| thy ancient claim : 
id noyy thy Architecture meers with ſinne; 
x all chy and fabrick i is within. 


[here thou art ſtruggling with a AID hearr, * 


wich ſometimes SOeck th thee, 
The fight is hard, on cither 
Great God doth febe, he doth ſubeie, 

| Solomons (ca of braſſe and yorld of Rone 

net ſo deare to thee as one good grone. 


id truely brafſe and tones are heavie things, 
ombes tor the dead, not temples - for, thee : 
Bu grones are tick and full o witigs, 
os all cheir ———_ upward bez 
d ever as they mount, like larks oy lng : 
be note is ed yer mubck for a king, 


ſometimes it : 


—_— O—__—_——— 


« Home. 61) ( 


Ome Lord, my head dath burn, my heart is ſick, 


While thou doft ever,cver ſtay : 
yy long Fwmiys chro me to the quick, 
My {pirit galper b night and day, 
thy (elf to me, 
Or take me vp ” _ 
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How canft thou ſtay, confideringthe 
The bloud make, wiichihourdidfin {te 
When I behold irrickling down thy face, 
I nexer (avy thing make ſuch haſte. 
O ſhove thy [elf ro me, 
Qr cake me up to thee {| 


When Man was loſt, thy pitic lookt about 
To ſce what help in th'tarth orskie : 
But there was yone;3 art leaſt no help yithour : 
The help did in thy boſome lie. 
O ſhow thy, &c, 


There lay thy ſonne : and muſt he leave that ack, 
That hive of ſweetnefle, to remove : 
Thraldome from thoſe, yer —_ nor at a feaſt 
Leave one poore apple for thy love ? 
O ſhow thy, &c. - 


He did, he cane. O my Redeemer deare, 
Aftcr all chis-canſt thou be ſtrange ? 
So many yeares baptiz'd, and not appeare ? 
As if thy love could f or change. 
Q thy, &c. 


Yez if thou ſtayeſt till, why muſt I Ray ? 
My God, what is this world to me ? 
T kis world of wo? hence all ye clouds, avyay, 
Away; muſt get-up and fee. 
O ſhow thy, alet 


What is this yveary world, this meat and drink, 
That chains us by the tecth fo faſt? 
What is*this woman-kinde, which I can vwiak 
Into 2 blackneſle and diſtaſte ? 
O ſhow thy, &c, 


The Chwch. 19k 
vi ſmall 'lt 
niet other 4 ; {thy 

bs asr away, 


{ ſcouling on th hey pin 
Now come again, ſaid 1, arid flour me. 
O ſhow thy (elf ro me, 
Oc take me up to thee, ! 


xthing bur drought and dearth, butbuſh and brake, 
ich yay ſoc're I look, 1 ſee. 
mc may dream merrily, but yehen they wake, 
They drefſe themſelves and come to thee. 
Qlſhove thy, &c. 


e talk of haryeſts; there are no ſuch things, 
But vehen vve leave out corriand hay : 
is no fruitfall yeare; bat chat which brings 
The laſt and loy'd, though dreadfull day. 
O ſhove thy, &c. 


looſe this frame, this knot of man untie ! 


have I lefr, that I hould Qay and grone ? 
The moſt of me to heav'n is fled : 
y thoughts and joyes are al] packt up and gone, 
And for their old acquaititince plead, - 
O ſhow thy; &c. 290, 41 o 


xe deareſt Lord, paſſe not this holy ſeaſon, 
My fleſh and bones and joynts do pray : 
d ev'n my verſe, when by thy rhyme and reaſon 
The word is, Stay, layes'ever, Come. 
O ſhow thy ſelf to mie, 


Or take me up to thee ! 
E 3 4 The 
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- © The Britiſh Church. 


I Joy, deare Mother, when I view 
Thy perfeR lineaments, and hue 


Both ſweet and bright. 


Beautie in thee rakes up her place, 
And dates her letters from thy face, 


When ſhe doth weritg.. 


A fine aſpeR in-fie ary; 2: 
Neither too mean, nor yet 200 gay 
Shaves he is bef#. 


Outlandiſh 9 way mend Compare ;. 
For all chey. euher painted ares; | +, | 
 , , Qr «lk vadzet. 


She on the hills, which wantonly 
Allureth all in hope to be 


By her preferr'd, 


Hath kiſs'd (6 long herpanited firinesy/” 5" | 
_ Nine tines PTY 
- Far | reyatd. | 


That ey'n her face by ki 


She in the valley is ſo ſhie 
Of dreſfing; that her hair doth lie 
_ +". .4 | Abouthereares | 
While ſhe ayoids her neighbours. pride 
She wholly gots on th'other Gde, £ 
And nothing wears. 


But, deareſt Mother, ( what thoſe miſſe } 
The mean thy praiſc and gloric is, 

And long may be. 
Bleffed be. God, whoſe love it was 
To double-moar thee with his grace, 
- And none but thee. 
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The Quips. . 


He merrie world did on 2 day 
T with his train-bands and mates agree 
To meet together, where I lay, 
And all in {port to geereat me. 


Firſt, Beautie crept into a roſe; 

Which when I pluckrt not "Sir,Caid lhe, 
Tell me, I pray, Whoſe hands are thoſe? 
But thou ſhalt anſwer, Lord, for me. 


Then Money came, and chinki all, 
What tune is this, poore man? Gl be: 


Jheard in Muſick you Fo hed $kill. 
But thou ſbalt anſwer, Lord, ſor me. 


Then came brave Glorie ogy 
In filks that whiſtled, wo 


THe ſcarce allor'd/ me half an 


But thou ſhalt anſwer, Lord, for me. 


Then came quick Wir and — 
And he would needs a comfort be 

And, to be ſhorr, make an oration. 

Joc thou ſhalt anſwer, Lord, for me. ' 


Yet when the houre of thy L_ 
To anſwer theſe fine things comes 


Speak not at large, ſay, I am thine: 
And then they have their anſwer home. 


E4 * þ Vanitie. 
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mo flly ſoul, whoſe hope and head lies love 
Whoſe flat delights on earth do creep and grow; 
"To whom the tarres ſhine not ſo fair, as eyes; 

Nor ſolid work, as falſe embroyderies: 

Heark and beware, leſt what you nov do meaſure 
And write for ſweet, prove a moſt ſoyre diſpleaſure. 


O heare betimes, leſt thy relenting 
May come too late! 
To purchaſe heaven for repenting, 
1sno hard rate, 
If ſouls be made of earthly mold, 
Let them loye gold z 
If born on high, 
Let them unto their kindred flic: 
For they can nevet bc at.reft, 
Till they regain theirancienc ne. 
Thea filly foul take heed; for carthly joy 
Is but a bubble, and makes thee a boy. 


- 
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«q The Dawning. 
A” (ad heart, whom ſorrow ever drowng: 
Take up thine eyes, which feed on carths 
Unfold thy forchead gather'd into frowns: 
Thy Saviour comes, and with him mirth: 
| Awake, awake; 
And with a thankfull heart his comforts take. 


* But thah dt ſtill lament, and pine, and criez 
fect his death, but not his yiorie. Re 
Ie 
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Aciſc (ad heart; if thou doit, aqt withſtand, 
Chriſtsreſurre&ion thine may be-; 

Do not by hanging dowa break from the hand, 
Which as it riſcth, raiſeth thee : 

Ariſe, ariſe; 

And with his buriall-linen dry thine eyes, (grief 
Chriſt left his grave-clothes,that vve might,vvhen 
Draws tears, or bloud, not want an handkerchicf, 


"a _— —_ 0" _— 


q JESU. 
ESU is in my heart, hisfacred name 

J Is deeply carved there: but th'other week 

A great affliction broke the little frame, 

Ey nall to pieces; which I went to ſeek: 

And firſt I found the corner, where was J, 

Afrer, where E S, and next where ULwas grayed. 

When I had got theſe parcels, jnſtanily 

I fat me down to (ſpell them, and perceived 

That to my broken heart he was 1 eaſe you, 

And to my wholcis FE $ #. 


C Bufineſſe. 


Anſt be idle? canſt thon play, 
Fooliſh ſoul, who ſinn'd to day # - 


Rivers run, and ſpringseach one + 
Know their home, and get them gone: 
Haſt thoutears, or haſt thou none ? 


If, poore ſoul, thou haſt no tears, 
Would thou hadſt no fauks or fears ? 
Who hath thefe, thoſe il! forbears, 


E 5 Windes / - | 


Winks 


GI 
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Windes flill work: it is'their plory' 
Be the ſeaſpn cold, or hot: - ' . 
Haſt thou ſighs, or haſt thon not ? 


If chou haſt no fizhs or grones, 
Would thou had{tao fleſh.and bones |. 
Leficr pains ſcape greater oacs... - ; 


Bur if yet thou idle be, 
Fooliſh ſoul, Who di'd for thee © 


Who did leave his Fathers thrane, _ 
To aſſume thy fleſh and bone ? 
Had he life, or had he none? 


If he had not liv'd for thee, 
Thou had di'd moſt wretchedly; 
And tyvo deaths had been thy fee. 


He ſo farre thy good did 
That his own (elf he rg : P 
Did he dic, or did he not ? 


If he had not di'd for thee,. 
Thou had liv'd in miſerie. | 
Two lives worſe then tca deaths be... 


And hath any ſpace of breath 
Twixt his finnes and Saviours death 2? 


He that{oſeth gold, though droſſe, 
Tells to all hc meers, his crofle : 
He that finnes, hath he no lofle-# 


He that findesa ver vein, . 

Thinks on it, and thinks again: 

Brings thy Saviours death no gain ?' 
Who in heart not ever kneels, 


Neither ſinne nor Saviour feels. 


Dialogue. 


tee. 


UM 
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Weeteſt Saviour, if my ſou 
) Were but worth the having, 
Quickly then ſhould I controll 

Any thought of waving: 
But when all my care and pains 
Cannot give the name of gains 
To thy wretch ſo full of Rains;. 
What delight or hope remains? 


what (childs) # the balance thine, 


T hine the poiſe and meaſure 7 


If 1 ſay, Thou ſhalt be mine, 
Finger not my treaſure, 

what the gains in baving thee 

Do amount to, onely he, 

who for man was ſold, can ſet, 


That transferr'd th* accqunts te me. , 


But as I can ſce no merit, . 

'Leading to this favour, 
So the way to fit me for it, 

Is beyond my ſavour. 
As the reaſon then is thine; . 
So the way is none of mine: 
I diſclaim the whole deſigne: 
Sinne diſclaims, and I x72 200 


That is alt, if that I could 
Get withant repining; 


And my clay, my creature would . 


Follow my reſigning : 
That as didfreely part _ 
with my glorie and deſert, 
Left all jayes to feel all ſmart--—= 


q Dialogue. 
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& Dulneſle. 
Wo do I languiſh thus, droopi d dull 

f hot ivncaion 


O give me quickneſle, that I may with mirth 
Praiſe thee brim-full ! 


"The wanton lover in a curious ſtrain 
Can praiſe his faireſt fair ; 
And with quaint metaphors her curled hair 
Curl o're again, 


Thou art my lovelinefſe, my life, mylightr, 
Beautic alone to me : 
'Thy blondie death and undeſery'd, makes thee 
Pure red and white, 


When all perfe&ions as but one appeare, 
That thoſe thy form doth ſhow, 
The very duſt, where thou doſt tread and go, 
Makes beautics here, 


Whereare my lines then? my approaches? views ? 
Where are my window-longs? 
Lovers arc ſtill pretending, and ev'n wrongs 
Sharpen theis Mule. 


Burt I ara [oſt in fiſh, whoſe ſugred lies 
Still mock me, and grow bold : 
Sare thou did put a minde there, it I could 
Finde where it lies. 


Lord, cleare thy gift, that with a conftant wir 
I may but look towards thee : 
Look oncly; for ro love thee, who can be, 
X What angel fie? 


4 Loyc-joy, 
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q Love-joy. 

$S on a window late T caſt mine eye, 
Ai ſaw a vine drop grapes with and {© 


Anneal'd on every bunch. One ſtanding by 
Ask'd what it meant. I Nas am — 


To ſpend my judgement) (aid, It ſeem'd to me 

To be the bodie and the letters both 

Of oy and Charitie. Sir; you have not miſy'd, 

The man reply'd; Ir figures FE S#S CHRIST, 


@— 


——_ 
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eq Providence. 


Sacred Providence, who from end to end 

Strongly and ſweetly moveſt ! ſhall Iyrite, 
And not of thee, throngh whom my fingers bend 
To hold my quill ? ſhall they nor do thee right ? 


Of all the creatures both in (ea and land 

Onely to man thou haſt made known thy wayes, 
And put the pen alone into his hand, 

And made him Secretarie of thy praile. 


Beafts fain would ſing; birds dittie to their notes; 
Trees would be tuning on their native lute 

To thy renown: but all their hands and throats 

Are brought to Man, while they are lame and-mutc, 


Man is the worlds high Prieſt: be doth preſene 
The facrifice for ally while they below 
Unto the ſervice mutter an aflent, 


Such as ſprings uſe that fall, and vwindcs that blow, 


He that to praiſe and laud thee doth refrain, 
Doth not refrain unto himſelf alone, 

Bur robs a thouſand who yould praiſe thee fain; 
And doth commit a world of finne in one, 


——— 
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The beaſts ſay, Eat me: bur, if beaſts muſt teach, 
The tongue 15 yours to ear, but mine to praiie; 
The trees ſay, Pull me : bur the Ifand you ſtretch, 
Is mine £9 write, as it is yours to raile. 


Wherefore, moſt ſacred Spirit, T here preſent 
For me and ally fellows praife to thee: 
And jufbir isthat T thould pay the rent,, 
Becauſe the benefit accrues to me. 


We all acknowledge both thy power and love 

To beexaR, tranſcendent, and divines 

Who doſt (o ſtrongly and {o ſweetly more, 

While all things have their will, yet none but thine, 


For cither thy command or thy permiſſion 

Lay handson all: they are thy right and left. 
The firſt puts on with ſpeed and expedition; 
The other curbs finnes ſealing pace and theft. 


Nothing eſcapes them both: all muſt appearc, 
And be diſpos'd, and dreſs'd, and tun'd by-thee, 
Who ſweetly temper'ft all. If we could heare 
Thy skill and art, what muGck would it be ! 


Thowart inſmall things great, notſmall in any: : 
Thy even praiſe can nexther riſe nor fall. 

Thou arvin all things one, incach thing many- 
For thou art infinite in one and all. 


Tempeſfts are calm to thee; they knove thy hand, 
And hold it faſt; as children do their fathers, 


Which cric and follow. Thou hiſt made paore ſand 
Check the proud ſea, ev'n when it (Wells and gathers, 


Thy cupboard ferves the yeorld: the meat is (er, 
Where all may reach: no beaſt bur knows his feed. 
Birds reach us hawking; filkes have their net: 


The great prey.on the lefle, they on ſame yreed. , 
ge great Prey » Tacy ON.10 N thing 
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Nothing ingendred dorh prevent his meat : 
Nies have their tavie ſpread, ere they appeare. 
Some creatures have in wincer vwwhart to eat; 
Others do ſlcep, and envie not cheir cheer. 


How finely doſt chouzimes and ſeaſong(pin, 
And make a rwiſt checker & with night and day : 
Which asit lengtheng, windes, and windes us in, 
As bouls go on, but turnung all the way. 


Each creature hath a wiſdome for his good, 

The pigeons feed their render off-ſpring, orying, 
When they are callow; but withdrave their food 

When they are fledge,that need may teach them flying; 


I1T 


Bees work for man; and yet they never bruiſe ' © 
Their maſters flow'r, bur leave ir, having done, 

As fair as ever, and as fit to. uſe: 

$0 both the flovy'r doth ſtay, and hony rur;. 


Hheepeat the grafſe, and dung the-ground for more: 
Trees after bearing drop their leaves for ſoil: 
Springs vent their ſtreams, and by expenſe get ftore: 
Clouds cool by heat, and baths by cooling boil. 


Who hath the vertue to expreſie the rare 

And curious vertues both of herbs and ſtones 2- 
Is there an herb for that ? O thar thy care 
Would ſhow a root that gives expreſiions ! 


And 'if anherb hath power, vehat have the ſtarres ! 


A roſe, beſides his beantie, is a cure. | 
Doubclefle our plagues and plencie, peace and yarres: 
Are there much ſurer then our artas ſure. | 


Thou haſt hid metals: manmaytakethem rheace;. 
Bur at his peril; when h&.dizs rhe place, 

He makes a grave; as if the thing had ſenſe, 
kndthreatged-cnan, that he (hould fil the (pace 


Ev's. 
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Ev'n poyſons praiſe thee. Should a thing be loſt? 
Should creatures want for wantof hced their due ? 
Since where are poyſons, antidotes are moſt; 

The help ſtands cloſe, and keeps the fear in view. 


The ſea, which ſeems to ſtop thetrave]lcr, 

Is by a thip the ſpeedier paſlage made. 

The ni who think they rule che mariner, 
Are rul'd by him, and taught to ſerve histrade. 


And as thy houſe is full, (o 1 adore 

Thy curious art in marſhalling thy goods, 

The hills with health abound; the vales with Rore; 
The South with marble; North with furres & vyoods, 


Hard things are glorious; cafic things good cheap. 
The common all men have: that which is rare, 
Men therefore ſeek to have, and careto keep. 

The healthy.froſts with ſummer frukxs compare, 


Light without winde is glafle : warm without weight 
Is wooll and furres: cool without cloſeneſſe, ſhade : 
Speed without pains, a horſe: tall without height, 

A ſervile hawk: lovy withour lofſe, a ſpade. 


All countreys have enongh to ſerve their nced: 

If they ſeek fine things, thou doſt make them cun | 
For their offence; ws, chen doſt turn their ſpeed 
To be commerce and trade from ſunne to ſunne. 


Nothing wears clothes but Man; nothing doth necd 
Brat he to wear them. Nothing uleth fire, 

But Man alone, toſhew his heav*nly breed : 

And onely he hath fucll indefare, 


When th'earth was dry, thou mad'ſt a ſea of wet: 

Whe that lay gather'd,thou didſt broach the moycains: 
| When yet ſome places could no moiſture get, (tains, 
| _ The windes grew gard'ners, &the clouds good foun+ 
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Lain, donot hurt my flowers; but y ſpend 

Your hony drops: veefi not to Cenell them here: 

When they are ripe, their odour will aſcend, 

And at your lodging with their thanks appeare. 


How harſh are thorns to pears! and yet they make 
A better hedge, and need lefle reparation. 

How ſmooth are filks compared with a ſtake, 

Or with a ſtone! yet make no good foundation, 


Sometimes thou doft divide thy gifts to man, 
Sometimes unite. The Indian nur alone 

Is clothing, meat and trencher, drink and kan, 
Boat, cable, ſail and needle, all in one. 


Moſt herbs that grovy in brooks, are hot and dry, 
Cold fruits warm kernels help againſt the winde. 
The lemmons juice and rinde cure mutually. | 
The whey of milk doth looſe, the milk doth binde. 


Thy creatures leap not, but expreſſe a feaſt, 

Where all the  gucls fit cloſe, and nothing wants. 
Frogs marry fith and fleſh; bats, bird-and z 
Sponges,non-ſenſe and ſenſe;mines;th' earth & plants, 


To ſhow thou art not bonnd, as if thy lot | 
Were worſe then ours, ſometimes thou ſhifteſt hands. 
Moſt things moveth* under-jaw; the Crocodile not. 
Molt things ſleep lying; th' Elephant leans or ſtands. 


But who hath praiſe enough? nay, who hath any? 
None can expreſſe thy works,bur he that knows them: 
And none can know thy works, which are ſo many, 
And ſo complete, but onely he that owes them. 


All chings that are, though they have ſev'rall wayes 
Yet in their being joyn with one advice = 
To honour thee: and (o I give thee praiſe 
Inall my other hymnes, butin this ryvice. : 
Eac 
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Each thing that is, alchough in uſe and name 
It gofor one, hath many wayes in ſtore 

To honour thee: and ſo each hymne thy fame . 
Extollech many wayes, yetthis one more. 


Hope. | 
Gave to Hope a watch of mine: but he 
j An anchor gave to me. 
Then an old prayer-book I did preſent: 
And he an optick ſent. 
With that I gave a viall full of tears: 
But he a fevy green eares, 
Ah Loyterer! I'le no more, no more I'le bring: 
Idid expeQa ring. 


_ {& Sinnes round. 
_ Iam, my God, foric I am, 
Thar my offences courſe it in a ring. 
My thoughts are working like a buſie flame, 
Uncill cheir cockatrice they hatch and bring: 
And when they once have perfefted their draughits, 
My vrords take fire from my inflamed thoughts, 


My words take fire from my inflamed thoughts, 
Which ſpit it forth like the Sicilian hill. 

They vent the wares, and paſſe them with their faults, 
And by their breathing ventilate the ill. 

But words ſuffice not, where are lewd intentions: 

My hands do joyn to fimrſh the inveations, 


My hands do joyn to finiſhthe inventions: 

And ſo my fannes aſcend three ſtories high, 

As Babel grew, before there were diflentions. 

Yet ill decds loyrer nor: for they ſupply 

New thoughts of finning: wherefore, to my ſhame, 
Soric I am, wy God, ſoric Iam. q Time, 


ales, 
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qt Time. 


Ecting with Time, Slack thing, ſaid x, 
M Thy fthe is dull; whe ic for ſhame. 
No marvell, Sir, he did replie, 
If it at length deſerve ſome blame : 
Bur where one man would have me prinde it, 
Twentie for one too ſharp do finde it, 


Perhaps ſome ſuch of old did paſſe, 
Who above all things Iev'd this lifes 
To whom thy icthe a hatchet was, 
Which now is but a ing-knife, 
Chriſts coming hath made man thy debter, 


$ince by thy cutting he grows better, 


And in his bleſſing thou art bleft : 

For where thou onely vert before 

An executioner at beſt; 

Thou art a gard'ner nov, and more, 
An uſher to canyey our ſouls 
Beyond the urmolt Rarzes and poles, 

And this is that makes life ſolon 

While it detains us from our God. 

Ev'n pleaſures here increaſe the __ 

And length of dayes lengthen the rod. 
Who wants the place vhere God doth dwell, 
Partakes alreadic half of hell. 


Of what ſtrange Tength muſt that needs be, 
Which ev'n eternitic excludes ! 
Thus farre "Time heard me patiently : 
Then chafing ſaid, This man deludes : 
What do 1 here beforn his doore ? 
He doth not crave lefle time, but more. 


« Grateful- 
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<q Gratefuſneſſe, 
> that haſt giv'n ſo muchto me, 


ive one thing more, a gratcfull heart. 
Sec hoyy thy beggar works on thee 
By art, 


He makes thy gifts occafion more, 

And fſayes, It he in this be croft, 

All thou haſt giv'n bim heretofore 
Is loft. 


But thou didſt reckon, when at firſt 

Thy word our hearts and hands did crave, 

What it yyould come to at the worſt 
Toſave. 


Perpetuall knockings at thy doore, 

Tears ſullying thy err rooms, 

Gift upon gift; much yould have more, 
And comes. 

This not withſtanding, thou went on, 

And didſt alloyy us all our noiſe : 

Nay, thou haft made a figh and grone 
Thy joyes. 


Not that thou haſt nor till above 

Much better tunes then grones can make; 

But that theſe countrey-aires thy loye 
Did take. 


Wherefore I crie, and crie again; 
And in no quiet canſt thou be, 
Till Iathagkfull heartobtain 
Of thee : 
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Not thankfull, when it pleaſerh mez 
As if thy bleſſings had ſpare-dayes: 
Buc ſuch a heart, wheſe pulſe may be 
Thy praiſe. 


_— 0 FERY " 


« Peace. 


__ Peace, Where doſt thou dyvcll?] humbly craye 
Let me once knoy, . 
I ſought thee ina ſecret cave, * 
And ask'd if Peace were there. 
A hollow winde did ſcem to anſwer, No: 
Go ſeck elſeyrhere. 


I did; and going did a rainbove note: 
Surely, thoughe I, 
This is the lace of Peacecs coat : 
I will ſearch out the matter, 
Burwhile Llookt, the clouds immediately” 
| Did break and ſcatter, 


Thea vent I to a garden, and did (pie 
A gallant flower, 
The crown Imperiall : Sure, faid r, 
Peace at the root muſt dyvell, 
But when I digg'd, I ſaw a worm devoure 
What ſhow'd (o well, 


At length I met arey'rend > old manz 
om when for Peace 
I did demand, he thus : 
Therewas a Prince of 
At Salem dwelt, who liv'd with good increaſe 
Of fockand folds, = 
AE es c 
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e ſiveetly liv'd; yet ſweerneſſe did not (ave 
- Tn 59" pts kf om form 
But aftcr death out of his grave 
There ſprang ewelve ſtalks of wheat : 
Which many — at, got ſome of thoſe 
o plant and ſer, 


Jt profper'd ſtrangely, and did ſoon diſperſe 


_ Through all the earth : 
For they that taſte it dorchearſe, 
That yertue lies therein; 
'A ſecret vertue bringing peace and mirth 
By flight of finne. 
Take of this grain, which in my garden grows, 
And grows for you; 
Make bread of it : and that repoſe ] 


And peace, which ev'ry where 
With ſo much carneſtnefſe you do purſue, 
Is onely there. 


Cnmannanty oumo——_s Op $—— 
q Confeſhon. 
O wha: a cunning gueſt 


Is this ſame grief! ynthin my heart I made 
Cloſets, and in them many a cheſt; 
And, like a maſter in my trade, 

In thoſe cheſts, boxes; in cach box, a till : 

Yer grief knows all, and enters when he will. | 


” No ſcrue, no piercer can 
Into a piece of timber work and winde, 
As Gods afflitions into man, 
When he a torture hath defign'd, 
They are too ſubtill for the ſubr'Uleſt hearts; 
And fall, like rheums, upon the tendreft parts, 
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We are the carth; and they, 
Like moles within us, heave,and caſt abour: 
And xill they foot and clucch their prey, 
T hey never cool, much lefle give our. 
No ſmith can make ſuch locks but they have keyem 


Cloſets are halls co themz and hearts, high-wayes. 


Onely an open breaſt 
Doth (hat them our, ſo that they cannot enter 
Or,if they cnter, cannot reſt, 
Bur quickly (eek ſome nevy adventure. 
Smooth open hearts no faſtning have; but fiion 
Doth give a hold and handle to affliction. 


Wherefore my faults and finnes, 
Lord, I — take thy plagues away 
For ſince confeſlion pardon winnes, 
I challenge here the brighteſt day, 
The cleareſt diamond: let them do their beſt, 
They ſhall be thick and clondie to my breaft. 


ah A— ly mm _ 


| 


Li 


& Giddineſſe. 


H what 3 thing is man: how farre from power 
() From ſetled peace and reſt! . 
He is ſome zewentie ſev'rall men at leaſt 


Each ſey'rall houre, 


One while he counts of heav'n, as of his creafure: * 
Bur then a th t creeps in 

And calls him coward, ns.e fear of finne 
Will loſe a pleaſure, #* 


Y iid 
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Now he will fight it our, and to the warres 
hore his bread in peace, 

And ſaudye in quiet; nory he ſcorns increaſes 
Noe all day ſpares. | 


He builds an honſe, which quickly down mnſt ge, 
As if a whirlwinde blew 

And cruſht the building: and it's true 
His minde is ſo. erToey 


O what a fight were Man, if his attircs 
Pid alter with his minde; 

And, like a Dolphinsskinne, his clothes combia'd 
With his defires! 


Surely if each oxe ſavy anothers heart, 
There would be no commerce, 
Noſaleor _— paſſe: all would diſperſe, 
live apart, 


Lord mend, or xather make us: one creation 
Will nor ſuffice our turn: 

Except thou make usdaily, we ſhall ſpura | 
Our owa ſalvation, 


—————————. 


q The bunch of grapes. 


: Jon! did lock thee up, but ſome bad man 
Hath let thee ont again: 
And now, me thinks, I am _ began 
Seven yeares agn; one v ye 
One aire of riaie my brain? 
I did toward Canaan draw; but now I am 
| Brought back to the Red ſea, the ſea of ſhame, 
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Far 28 the Jews of old by Gads command 
Travell'd, and ſavy no town; 
$ noyy each Chriſtian hath his journeys ſpann'd: 
Their ſtorie $and (ers us doyyn. 
A fingle deed is [mall renown, 
Gods works are wide, and letin furure times: 
®, [His ancient juſtice overflows our crimes, 


Then have we too our guardian fires and clouds, 
Our Scriprure-deyv drops faſt: 

We have our ſands and ſerpents, teatsand ſhrowds; 
Alas! our murmurings come not laſt. | 
Bur where's the cluſter? where's the taſte - 

mine inheritance? Lord, if I muſt borrow, 


me as well rake ap their joy as ſorrow. 


13% 


can he want the grape, who hath the wine? 
I have their fruit and more. 
fled be God, who proſper*d Noahs vine, 
And made it bring forth grapes good ſtare, 
But much more him I mult adore, 
o of the Laws ſore juice ſweet wine did make, 
"n God himſelf, being prefied for my ſake, 


— _— _” 


= 
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_ $ Love unknown. 


Eare friend, fit down, thetale is long 1nd (a&: 

- And in my taintings I preſume your love 

fill more complie then help, A Lord I had, 

nd have,of whom ſome grounds which may improve 

hold for two lives, and borh livesin mc. 

0 him I brought a diſh of fruitone day, 

Lin the middle plac'd my heart. But he 

(I gh co ſay) 

F 


Lookr 


% 
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Lookt on a ſervant, who did know his eye 
Better then you know me, or ( which is one ) 
Then I my ſelf. The ſervant inſtantly 
Quirting the fruit, ſeiz'd on my heart alone, 
And threvy it in a font, wherein did fall 
A ſtream of bloud, which iflu'd from the fide 
Of a great rock: 1 well remember all, 
And have good cauſe: there it was dipt and di'd, 
And waſht, and wrung: the very wringing yet 
Enforceth tears. Toxr beart was foul, 1 fear. 
Indeed 'tis true, Idid and do commir 
Many a fault more then my leaſe will bear; 
Yet {til} aske pardon, and was not deni'd. 
But you ſhall heare, After my heart was well, 
And clean andfair, as I one even-tide 

(1 gh torell) 
Walk: by my felf abroad, 1 ſaw a large 
And ſpacious furnace flaming, and thereon 
A boyling caldroo, round about whoſe -verge 
Was in great letters ſet AFFLICTION. 
The greatnefſe ſhew'd the owner, So I wene 
T o fetch a ſacrifice out of my fold, 
Thinking with that which I did thus preſent, 
To warm his love, which I did fear grew cold. 
But as my heart did tender it, the man 
Who was to take it from me, ſlipt his hand, 
And threw my heart into the (calding pan; 
My heart that brought it ( do you underſtand?) 
The offerers heart. Your beart was hard, 1 ſear- 
Indeed 'tis true. I found a callous matter 
Began to ſpread and toexpariate there: 
Bur with aricher drug then ſcalding water 
I bath'd it often,ev'n with holy bloud, 
Which at a board, while many drunk bare wine, 
A friend did ſteal into my cup for good, 
Ey'n takeninwardly, and moſt divine 


Lo—4 -©T-- 1 
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To ſupple hardneſſes. Burt at the length 

Out of the caldron getting, ſoon I fied 

Unto my houſe, where to repair the ſtrength 

Which I had loſt, T haſted to my bed. 

But when I chought to ſleep our all theſe fauls, 
+ figh to ſpeak 

Ifound that ſome had ſtuff'd the bed with t m_— 


When with my pleaſures ev'n my reſt was gone ? 
Full well Tunderitood who had been there : 
For I had giv'n the key to none but one : 

It muſt be he. Tour beart was dull, I fear. 
Indeed a ſlack and fleepie Rate of minde 

Did oft poſſeſſe me; (o that when I pray'd, 
Though my lips went, my heart did ſtay behinde. 
Las ſcores were by another paid, 

Who took the debt upon him. Trauely, Friend, 
For ought I beave, your Maſter ſhows to you 

More favour thei you wot of. Mark the end. 

The Font did onely what was old renew : 

be Caldron ſuppled what was grown too hard : 


T 


be Thorns did quicken what was grown too dull. 
did but ſtrive to mend what you had marr'd. 
exefore be cheer'd, and praiſe him to the ſull 
ach day, each houre, each moment of the week, 
0 fain would have you be new, tender, quick. 


$ Mans medley. 


Eark how the birds do fiag, 
And woods doring. 
creatures have their joy: and man hath his, 
Yer, if we rightly meaſure, 
.Mans joy and pleaſure 
hereafter, then in preſent, is, 
F 2 


Iwould ſay thorns, Deare, could my heart not break, 
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Tothis life things of ſenſe 
Make their pretence : 
In th'other Angels have aright by birth : 
Man ties them both alone, 
And makes them one, 
With th'one hand touching heav'n,withth'other carth, 
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In ſoul he mounts and flies, 
In fleſh he dies. 
He wears a ſtufte, whoſe thread is courſe and round, 
But trimm'd with curious lace, 
; And ſhould take place 
Aiter the trimming, not the ſtuffe and ground. 


Not, that he may not here 
Taſte of the cheer : 
But as birds drink, and ſtraight lift up their bead, 
So muſt he fip and think 
Of berrer drink 4 
He may attain to, after he is dead. 


But as his joyes are double; 
So is his trouble. 
He hath two winters, other things but one ; 
Both froſts and thoughts do nip, 
And bite his lip; 
And he of all things fears tyyo deaths alone, 


Yet ev'n the greateſt priefs 
May be reliefs, 

Could he but tike them right, and intheir wayes- 
Happie is he, whoſe heart 
Hath found the art 

Toturn his double pains to double praiſe. 
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F, 25 the windes and waters here below 
Do flic and flow, 

My ſighs and tears as bukie were above; 

Sure they would move 

And much afﬀe thee, as tempeſtuous times 

Amaze poore mortals, and objec their crimes, 


ktarres have their ſtorms, ev'n ina high degree, 
As well as ve. 

A throbbing conſcience ſpurred by remorſe 
Hath a ftranpge force : 

It quits the earth, and mounting more and more, 
Dares to aſſault thee, and befiege thy doore, 


There it ſtands knocking, tothy muſicks wrong, 
And drowns the ſong. 
Glorie and honour are ſet by rill it 

An anſwer get. 

Poets have wrong'd poore ſtorms: ſuch dayes are beſt; 
They purge the arre without, within the breaſt. 


n T_= ——— ——— —_ 


q Paradiſe. 


Blefſe thee, Lord, becauſe I 6 « © w 
Among thy trees, which ina «x o w 


o thee both fruit and order © w. 
» 


hat _ force , or hidden CHAnM 


| blaft my fruit, or bring me #4 a « M4, 
ule the incloſure is thine 4a « x? 


F 3 


Incloſe me Mill for fear I 81 arr. 
Be to me rather ſharp and Tarr, 
Then let me want thy hand & axT. 


When thon doft greater judgements s Pann, 
And with thy knife but prune and Paxs, 
Ev'n fruitfull trees more fruitfull ans. 


Such ſharpnes ſhows the ſweeteſt yxExD; 
Such cuttings rather heal then xznp: 
And ſuch beginnings touch their 8xD, 
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Poore heart, lament, 
For ſince thy God refuſerh ill, 
There is ſome rub, ſome diſcontent, 
Which cools his will. 


Thy Father could 
Quickly cffe& what thou doſt move; 
For he 15 Power : and ſure he would; 
For he 18 Love. 


Go ſearch this thing, 
Tumble thy breaſt, and turn thy book. 
If thou hadit loſt a glove or ring, 

Wouldit thou not look 2? 


What do I (ee 
Written above there? Yeſterdzy 
I did bebave me careleſly, 
when l did pray. 
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And ſhould Gods eare 

To ſuch indifferents chained be, 

Who do not their own motions heare? 
Is God lefle free? 


But ſtay! what's there? 
Late when 1 would bave ſomething done, 
I bad a motion to forbear, 

Tet I went on. 


And ſhould Gods care, 
Which needs not man, be ty'd to thoſe 
Who heare not him, but quickly heare 
His utter foes? 


Then once more pray: 
Down with thy knees, up with thy voice, 
Sek pardon firſt, and God will ſay, 
Glad beart rejoyce. 


$ Divinitic, 
A* men, for fear the itarres ſhould ſleep and nod, 
And trip at night, have ſpheres ſuppli'd; 


As if a ftarre were duller then a clod, 
Which knows his way withour a guide: 


Juſt ſo the other heav'n they alſo ſerve, 
Divinities tranſcendent skie: 

Which with the edge of wit they cut and carve. 
Reaſon errumphs, and Faith lics by. 


Could not that wiſdome which firſt broacht the wine, 
Have thicken'd it with definitions? 

And jagg'd his ſeamleſſe coat, had thar been fine, 
With curious queſtions and divifions? 
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But all the dofrine which he taught and gave, 
Was cleare as heav'n, from whence it camee 

Atleaſt thoſe beams of trath, which onely ſave, 
Surpaſle in brightnefle any flame. 


Love God, and love your neighbour. Watch and pray. 
Do as you would be done unto. 

O dark inſtructions, evy'n as dark as day! 
Who can theſe Gordian knots undo? 


But he doth bid us take his bloud for wine. 
Bid what he pleaſe; yet I am ſure, 

To take and taſte what he doth there deligne, 
Is all that ſaves, and nor obſcure. 


Then burn thy Epicycles fooliſh man; 
Break all thy ſpheres, and ſave thy head. 
Faith needs no ſtafte of fleſh, but Rowtly can 
To heav'n alone both go and leade. 


Ephel. 4. 30. 


Grieve not the Holy Spirit, OF. 


Nd art thou grieved, (weet and ſacred Dove, 
A When I am ſowre, 
And croſle thy love? 
Grieved for me? the God of ſtrength and power 
Griev'd for a worm, Which when I ticad, 


] paſſe away and leave it dead? 
Then 


Lo 
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Then weep mine eyes, the God of love doth prieve; 
Weep fooliſh heart, 

And weeping live: 

for death is drie as duſt. Yer if ye part, 

End as the night, whoſeſable hue 

Your finnes expreſſe: melt into dew. 


When ſawcie mirth ſhall knock or call at doore, 
Crie out, Get hence, 

Or crie no more, 

Almightie God doth grieve, he puts on ſenſe: 

FE finne not to my grief alone, 

But to my Gods too; he doth grone, 


Oh take thy lute, and tune ir to a ſtrain, 
Which may with thee 

All day complain. 

There can no diſcord but in ceaſing be. 
Marbles can weepy and ſurely ſtrings 
More bowels have then ſuch hard things, 


Lord, I adjudge my ſelf to tears and grief, 
Ev'n endlefle tears 

= Without relief. 

Ifacleare ſpring for me no time forbears, 

But runnes, although I be not drie; 

I am no Cryſtall, what ſhall I ? 


Yet if I wail not ſt;lI, fiace ill ro wail 
Nature deniesz 
And fleſh would fail, 
f my deſerts were maſters of mine eyes : 
Lord, pardon, for thy Sonne makes good 
My want of tears with ſtore of bloud, 
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Hat doth this noiſe of thoughts within my 

As if they had a part ? (heart, 

What do theſe loud complaints and pulling fears, 
As if there were no rule or cares? 


Bur, Lord, the houſe and familie are thine, 
Though ſome of them repine. 
Turn out theſe wranglers, which defile thy - 
For where thou dwelleſt all is ncat, 


Firſt Peace and Silence all diſputes controll, 
Then Order playes the ſoul 
And giving all things their ſer forms and houres, 


Makes of wilde woods ſweet walks and boyers. 


Humble Obedience neare the doore doth ſtand, 
ExpeCting a command: 
Then whom in waiting nothing ſeems more ſlow, 
Nothing more quick when ſhe doth go. 


Joyes ofc are there, and griefs as oft as joyes; 
But griefs without a noiſe: 
Yet ſpeak they louder then diſtemper'd fears. 
Whar 15 ſo ſhuill as filent rears ? 


This is thy houſe, with theſe it doth abound : 
And where theſe are not found, 
Perhaps thon com'ſt ſometimes, and for a day; 
But not to make a conſtant ſtay, 
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CoOntent thee, greedithearr, 
Modeſt and moderate joyesto thoſe, that haye 
Title to more hereafter when they part, 
Are paſling brave. 
Let th' upper ſprings into the low 


Deſcend and fall, and thou dolt flovy. 
What though ſome have a fraught 


Of cloves and nurmegs, and in cinnamon (al ? 
If thou haſt wherewithall co ſpicea draught, 
When griets prevail, 
And for the future time art heir 
Toth' Iſle of ſpices, ise not fair ? 


To bein both worlds full 
Is more then God was, who was hungrie here. 
Wouldſt thou his laws of faſting diſanull2 
Ena@ good cheer 2? 
Lay out thy joy, yet hope to ſave it ? 
Wouldſt thou both cart thy cake, and have it ? 


Great joyes are all at once; 
But little doreſerve thernſelves for more: 
Thoſe have their hopesztheſe what they haverenounce, 
And live an (core : 
Thoſe areat home; theſe jqurney ſtill, 
And mcert the reſt on Signs hill. 


Thy Saviour fentenc'd joy, 
And in the fleth condemn'd it as unkit, 
Art Icaſt in lump: for ſuch doth oft deſtroy 
Whereasa bit 
Doth tice us on to hopes of more, 
And tor the preſent health reitore, 


A Chriſtians Rate and caſe 


Is nota _—_ bur a thinne and ſpare, 
Yet a&tive ſtrength : whoſe long and bonie face 
Content and care 
Do ſeem to equally divide, 
Like a pretender, not a bride. 


Wherefore fit down, good heart; 
Graſp not at much, for fear thon lefeſt all. 
1f comforts fell according to deſert, 
They would great froſts and ſnows deſtroy : 
For we ſhould count, Since the laſt joy, 


Then cloſe again the ſeam 
Which thou haſt open'd: do not ſpread thy robe 
In hope of great things. Call to minde thy dream, 
An earthly globe, 
On whoſe meridian was engraven, 
Theſe ſeas are tears, and beay'n tbe haven. 


CH  — \ —_— _— — 


q Artillerie, 


$ Tone ev'ning fat before my cell, 
A Mcthoughts aloe did ſhoot into my Iap. 
I roſe and ſhook my clothes, as knowin ms, 
T hat from ſmall fires comes.oft no (1 mall muſhap : 

When ſuddenly I heard one ſay, 

Ds as thou uſeſt, diſobey, 

Fxpell good motions from thy breaſt, 
which bave the face of fire, but endin reſt. 
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JT, who had heard of muſick in the ſpheres, 
But not of ſpeech in ſtarres, began to muſe: 
But turning to my God, whoſe miniſters 
The ftarres and all things arez If I refuſe, 
Dread Lord, ſaid I, ſooft my good; 
ThenlI refuſe not ev'n with bloud 
To waſh away my ſtubborn thought: 
For I will do, or (uffer what I ought. 


But I have alſo ſtarres and ſhooters too, 
Born where thy ſervants both artilleries uſe. 
My tears and prayers night and day do wooe, 
And work ap to thee; yer thou doſt refuſe. 
Not but I am ( I muſt ſay fill ) 
Much more oblig'd todo thy will, 
Then thou to grant mine: but becauſe 
Thy promiſe now hath ev'n fet thee thy laws. 


Then we are ſhooters both, and thoudoſt deigne 
Toenter combate with us, and conteſt 
With thine own clay. But I would parley fain: 
Shunne not my arrows, and behold my breaſt. 
Yetif thou ſhunneſt, T am thine : 
I muſt be ſo, if I am mine. 
T here is no articling with thee : 


] am but finite, yetthine infinitely. 


q Church- 


The Church. 
« Church-rents and ſchiſmes. 
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Rave roſe, (alas !) where art thou? in the chair 
Buykere thou did lately ſo triumph and fhine, 
A worm doth fit, whoſe many feet and hair 
Are the more foul, the more thou wert divine, 
This, this hath done it, this did bite the root 
And bottome of the leaves: which when the winde 
Did once perceive, it blew them under foot, | 
Where md unhallow'd ſteps do cruſh and grinde 
Their beauteous glories. Onely ſhreds of thee, 
And thoſe all bitten, in thy chair I ſee. 


Why doth my Mother bluſh? is ſhe the roſe, 
And ſhows ir ſo ? Indeed Chriſts precious bloud 
Gave you a colour once; which when your foes 
Thought to let our, the bleeding did you good, 
And made youlook much freſher then before. 
Burt when debatesand fretting jealoufies 
Did worm and wygrk within you more and more, 
Your colour fdcH.an calamities 
Turned your ruddie into pale and bleak: 
Your health ang beautte both began to break. 
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Then did your fevrall arts unlooſe and ſtart : 
Which when/your neighbours ſaw, like a north-winde 
They ruſhed in, and caſt them in the dirt 
Where Paganstread. O Mother deare and kinde, 
Where ſhall I get me eyes cnovy to weep, 
As many eycs as ſtarres? Since it is night, 
And much cf Aſia and Europe faſt aſleep, 
And ev'n all Aﬀrick; would atleaſt I mauhit 
With theſe two poore ones lick np all the derv 
Which falls by night, and poure it our for you - 


$ Juſtice, 
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uſtice. 
Dreadfull Juſtice, what a fright and terrour 
Oo Waſt thou of old, 
When finne and errour 
Did ſhow and ſhape thy looks to me, 


And through their glaſfſe diſcolour thee ! 
He that did bur look up, was proud and bold, 


The diſhes of thy balance ſcem'd to gape, 


Like two.great pits; 
T he beam and (cape 
Did like ſome tort'ring engine ſhow; 
Thy hand above did burn and glow, 
Danting the ſtouteſt hearts, the proudeſt wits. 


But now that Chriſts pure vail preſents the fight, * 
T lee no'fears : 
Thy hand is white, 
Thy ſcales like buckers, which attend 
And interchangeably deſcend, 
Liftifig to heaven from this well of tears. 


For where before thou ſtill didſt call on me, 


Now I ſtill couch 
And harp an thee. 
Gods promiſes have _—_ thee mine; 
Why ſhould I juſtice now decline? 
Againſt me there is none, bur for me much. 


d The Pilgrimage. 
Travell'd on, ſecing the hill, where lay 
[ My expeQation, 
Along it was and weary way. 
The gloomy caveof Deſperation 
I left on t#h'one, and on the other fide 


The rock of Pride. And 
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And ſo 1 came to Phanſies medow ftroy'd 
With many a flower: 
Fain would I here have made abode, 
But I was quicken'd by my houre, 
Soto Cares cops Icame, and there got through 
With much ado, 


That led me to the wilde of Paſſion, which 
Some call the wold; 
A waſted place, but ſometimes rich. 
Here I was robb'd of all my gold, 
Save one good Angel, which a friend had ti'd 
Cloſe ro my fide. 


Ac length T got unto the gladſome hill, 
Where lay my hope, 
Where lay my heart: and climbing fill, 
Whea I had gain'd the brow and top, 
A lake of brackiſh waters on the ground 
Was all I found, 


With that abaſh'd and truck with many a ſting 
Of (warming fears, 
I fell, and cry'd, Alas my King ! 
Can both the way and end be tears ? 
Yet taking heart, I roſe, and then perceiy'd 
I was deceiv'd. 


My hill was further: ſo T hong away, 
| Yet heard a crie 
Juſt as I went, None goes that wa 
And lives: If that be all, faidl, 
After ſo foul a journey death is fair, 
And but a Chair. 


d The 
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$ The Holdfaſt, 


Threatned to obſerye the ſtri& decree 
| Of my deare God with all my power and might: 
But I was told by one it could not bez 
Yet I might cruſt in God to be my light. 


Then will T truſt, ſaid T, in him alone. 

Nay, ev'n to tcuſt in him, was alſo his: 

We muſt confeſle that nothing is our own. 
Then 1 confefle that he my ſuccour is. 


But to have nought is ours, not to confefle 
Thatwe have noughr, I ſtood amaz'd at this, 
Much troubled, till I heard a friend expreſle, 

That all things were more ours by being his. 

What Adam had, and forfeited for all, 
C(briſt kceperh now, who cannot fail or fall. 


«4 Complaining. 
O not beguile my heart, 
D Becauſe thou art 
My power and wiſdome. Put me not to ſhame, 
Becauſe I am 
Thy clay that weeps, thy duſt that calls, 


Thou art the Lordof glorie; 
The deed and toric 
Are both thy due: but a fillie flie, 
That live or dic 
According as the weather falls. 


Art thou all juſtice, Lord? 
Shews not thy word 
More attributes? Am I all throat or eye, 
| To weep or crie? 
Have I no parts but thoſe of grief ? 


Let 


The Church. 


Let not thy wrathfull poyver 
AfMiR my houre, 
My inch of life: or let thy gracious poyer 
Contra my houre 


That I may climbe and finde relief. 
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$ The Diſcharge. 


Uſe —_ —"" wouldſt thou know? 


by doſt thou price, 
And turn, and leer, and with a l:corous eye 
Look high and low, 
And in thy lookings ſtretch and grow? 


Haſt thou not made thy counts, and ſumm'd up all? 


Did not thy heart 
Give up the whole, and with the whole depart? 
Letwhar will fall: 
That which is paſt who can recall? 


Thy life is Gods, thy time to come is gone, 
And is his right. 
He is thy nightat noon: he is at night 
Thy noon alone. 
Thecrop is his, tor he hath ſown. 


And well it ryas for thee, when this befcll, 
That God did make 
Thy buſineſſe his, and in thy life partake: 
For thou canit tel], 
If it be his once, all is well. 


Onely the preſent is thy part and fee, 
And happie thou, 
If, though thou didſt not beat thy furure brow, 
Thou couldft well ſee 
What preſent things requir'd of thee. 


They 
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They ask enough; why ſhouldſt thoufurther go ? 
Riiſe not the mudde 

Of future depths, but drink the cleare and good. 
Dig not for wo 


In times to comey for it will grow, 


Man and the preſent fit : if he provide, 
He breaks the (quare. 
This houre is mine : if for the next I care, 
I grow too wide, 
And do encroach upon deaths fade : 


For death cach houre environs and ſurrounds. 
He that would know 
And care for future chances, cannot go 
Unto thoſe grounds, 
But through a Church-yard which them bounds. 


Things preſent ſhrink and die : but they that ſpend 
Their thoughts and ſenſe 
Oa future grief, do not remove "< aruſi 
But it extend, 
And draw the bottome out an end. 


God chains the dog till night : wilt looſe the chain, 
And wake thy ſorrow ? 
Wilt thou foreſtall it, and now grieve to morrow, , 
And then again 
Grieve over freſhly all thy pata? 


Either grief will not comez or if it wuſt, 
Do not forecaſt : 


And while ic cometh, it is almolt patt, 
Away diſtrulit : 
My God hath promis'd; he is jult, 


«] Praiſe, 
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| C Praiſe. 
K's of Glorie, King of Peace, 


1 will love thee ; 
And that love may neverceaſe, 
I will move thee. 


Thou haſt-granted my requeſt, 
Thou haſt heard me : 
Thou didft note my working breaſt, 
; Thou haſt ſpar'd me. 


Wherefore with my utmoſt art 
I will ng thee, 

And the cream of all my heart 
I will bring thee, 


Though my finnes againſt me cried, 
Thou didſt cleare me 

And alone, when they replied, 
Thou didſt heare me. 


Sey'n whole dayes, not one in ſeven, 
I will praiſe thee. 

In my hearr, though not in heaven, 
I can raiſe thee, 


Thou rclented : 
And when Juſtice call'd for fears, 
Thou diflentedſt. 


Small it is, in this poore ſort 
Toenroll thee : 

Ev'n cternitic 1s too ſhort 

To cxtoll thee. 
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Thou grew'ſt ſoft and moiſt with tears, 


4 An Offering. 
Ome, bring thy gifc. If bleflings were as flow 
As mens rerurns, what.would became of fools? 
What haſt chou there? a heart? but is it pure? 
Search well and ſee for hearts haye many holes. 
Yer one pure heart is nothing to beſtovy : 
In Chriſt rwo” natures met to be thy cure. 


O that within us hearts had propagation, 
Since many gitrs do challenge many hearts : 
Yet one, it good, may title ro a number; 

And (ſingle things grow fruitfulL by deſerts... | 
In publick judgements one may be a nation, 


And fence a plague, while other+fleepend tihumber. 


But all I fear is leſt thy heart diſpheaſe, 

As neither good, nor ane : fo. oft diviſions 

Thy luſts have made, and aot thy luſts alone; 
Thy paſſions alſo have their fer partitions, 
Thele parcell out thy heart: recover theſe, 
And thou maylt offer many gifts in one, 


There is a balſame, or indeed a bloud, (cloſe 
ping from heav'n , which doth both cleanſe and 
All forts of wounds; of ſuch ſtrange force it is, 


' Seek our this All-heal, and {eek norepoſe, 


Untill thou finde and uſe itto thy good : 
T hen bring thy gift, and let thy hymne be this; 


Since my ſadnefſe 
Jnto gladnefle 
Lord thou doſt convert, 
Q accept 
What hou haſt kept, 
As thy due deſert. 
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Had I many, 
Had TI any, 

( Por this heartis none ) 
All were thine 


And none of mine; 
Swcly thine alone. 


Yertthy favour 

May give ſavour 
To this poore oblatiang .. 

And. it raiſe 


To beth e 
And be my Gheation: ow 


- © Longing. 
VWith fick and famiſhe eyes, 
Wirh doubling kyees and wearie bones, 
To thee my cries, 
To thee my grones, 
To thee my fighs, my tears aſcend : 


No cnd ? 


My throat, my ſoul is hoarſe ; 
My heart is wither'd like a ground 


Which thou doſt curſe, 
My thoughts turn round, 


And make me giddie : Lord, I fall, 
Yet call. 


From thee all pitie flows. 
Mothers are kinde, becauſe thou art, 
And doſt diſpoſe 
To them a part : 
Thcir infants them, and they ſuck thee 
More free. 


The Church. © 


Bowels of pitic, heare! 
ord of my ſoul, love of my minde, 
Bovee dowa thine care! 
Let not the winde 
Fatter my words, and in the ſame 
Thy name! 


Look on my ſorrows round! 
Mark well my furnace! O what flames, 
What heats abound: 
What gricfs, what ſhames! 
onſider Lord; Lord bowe thine eare, 
And heare! . 


Lord Jeſu, thoudidſt boyve 
Thy dying head upon the tree: 
O be not now 
More dead to me! 
Lord heare! Shall be that made the eare, 
Not beard} 


Behold, thy duſt doth ſtirre; 
| moves, it creeps, it aims at thee: 
Wilrrhou deferre 
To ſuccour me, 
Thy pile of duſt, wherein cach crumbe 
Sayes, Come? 


To thee help appertains. 
Laſt thou left all things to their courſe, 
And laid the reins 
Upon the horſe? 
all lockt? hath a finners plea 
No key? 


Indeed 
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Indeed the world's thy book, 


Where all _—_ - bave their leaf aſlign'd: 


et a meek look 
Hath intetlin'd. 

Thy board is full, yet humble gueſts 
| Finde neſts. 


Thou rarrieſt, while I die, 
And fall to nothing; thou dolt reigne, 
And rule on high 
While. I _ 
Ja bitter grief: yet am I tyl'd 
F Thy childe. 


Lord, didſt thou leave thy throne, 
Not to relieve? how can it be, 
T hat thou art grown 
"TT hus hartl to me? 
Were finne aliye, good cauſe there were 
To bear, 


But now both finne is dead, 
And all thy promiſes live and bide; 
That wantshis head; 
Theſe ſpeak and chide, 
Andin thy boſome poure my cears, 


_ Astheirs, 


Lord Jzsu, heare my heart, 
Which hath becn broken now ſo long, 
That ev'ry part 
Hath gor a tongue! 
Thy beggars grow; rid them away 
To day. 


He 


AY? PO. grins Land dolore ' 
inane s and yraress fault kat, 

preſerve ac: he dark Heer, | 

_ n whtn the boat ſeerys molt ro reel, 

Storms are the «ri i of his art: 


Well may be cloſe his eyes, bur nior hitheart,, © 


Haſt thou not heard thav my Lord Jacus di'd? | 
Then ler me tel rhee a Brange otic. 
The God of power, a#he did ride 0 
In his majeſtick robes of glorie, 
Reſoty'd rotight:and-{ſo one day + — 
He did deſcend » undrefligg: all the way. 


The Rarres by stire of lightand ringso 
ud bis 's.- the fire FE india 
The Fe his age mance gain 'd. 
And yhen they ask'd what he would 
He (ayl'd and faid as he did go, © Try 
He had new clothes a rpaking here beloyy, 


When he was come, 3s travellersare yont, 
Hedid repair unto an OP dhe 


Both then and after, 
He did endure to cancel] | 
And ja. vn the "A, 


My | Here begun ap in en las COKe, 


146 The Chick: 
Buc as he yeas returning, there came one 
That ran upon him with a ſpear. 
He, who came hither all alone, 
Bringing nor nfan, hor artns, nor fear, 
Receiy'd the fide, 
And ſtraight he turn'd, and to his brethren cry'd, 


If ye have any thing to ſend or write, 
(I have no bag, but here 5s rogm ) 
Unto my fathers hands and fight 
ey fr ſafely come. 
I ſhall minde, vehat you imparts 
Look, you may put -it very neare my heart. 


Orif hereafterany of my friends 
Will uſe me.in this kinde, the doore 
Shall ill be open; what he ſends 
I wall preſent, and fomeyrhat mare, 
Not to his hurt. Sighs will convey 
Any thing to me. Heark deſpair, away. 


A— 


— 
— 


q The Jews. 
"'POoce nation, whoſe (reet up and juice 
Our cyxns have purloin'd, and left you drie: 
Whoſe ſtreams we gor by the Apoftles fluce, 
And uſe in Baptiſme, while ye pine and die: 
Who by not keeping once, became a debter; 
And now by keeping loſe rhe letter: 


Ot'thar my prayers! mine, alas: 
Oh char ſome Angel might a trumpet ſound; 
At which the church falling upon her face 
Should crie ſo loud, untill the tramp were drown'd, 
And by. that crie of her deare Lord abrain, 
That your ſyweer (ap might come again: The 
a .. : " 


be: The Collar. 
$truck the board, and cry'd, No more 
will atnogd. : 


What? ſhall I ever figh and pine ? 
My lines and life are free; free as the rode, 
Looſe as the winde, as large as ſtore. 
Sball I be ftill in ſuir ? 
Have I no harveſt but a thorn | 
To let me bloud, and not reſtore J 
What I have loſt with cordiall fruu? - 
Sure there veas wine 
Before my fighs did drie it : there vras corn 
Before my tears did drown it. 
Is the yeare onely loſt ro me? 
Have I no bayes to crown it ? 
No flowers, no garlands gay? all blaſted ? 
.- All waſted? 
Not ſo, my heart: butthere is fruit, 
And thou haſt hands. 
Recover all thy ——_ age 
On double pleaſures : leave thy cold diſpute 
Of what is fir, and not forſake thy cage, 
nay rope of (ands, 
Which pettie thoughts have made, and made to thee ; 
Good cable, ro enforce ahd drayy, 
And bethy law, 
While thou didſt wink and would not ſee. 
Away; take heed. 
DD de. worm 
Call inthy deaths head there : tie up th 
He that mh —_ 
To ſuit and ſerve his need, 
Deſerves his load, 
d, But as Irav'd and greyy more fierce and wilde 
Art every word, 
Methonghes I heard one calling, Ch4de * 
 AndIreply'd, My Lord. 


The 
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Thou cam' b 
*Khd 


For many 
But one half boure of 


Me chinks 
More _— in mufob, 


They quick aridcome eee viime-: 
Flow'rs look about, and Siener {rrheitptime, 


Thy ſhart abode and (tay 
Feeds nor, bur addesto the defiee' of meat. 

Lime begg'dof old (hey (ay ) 
A neighbour (priag to cogl his uward heats 
Which by the {prings acceſle grew much more great. 


of thee my' heart 
Pickt here ory wha a crumbe, and would nor dies 
Bur conſtant tv his part, 
When 2s my fears forerold this did replic, 
A ſlender thread'a gentle gueſt "vill tie, 


Yet if the heart that we 

Muſter thee go, return when ir oth knock, 
Although thy heap be ke 

For future times, the droppings 6f the ftock 


May oft break forth, and never beeak-the lock, 


If T have more to [pi 
The rheel ſhall go,ſo that thy ſtay be ſhorr. 
Thou ſt how an or fone rr 
Diſturb the work. O make me pak their { 
Who by thy coming may be made a.court: 


* '- » 4©« Aﬀurance. 


ed. % 
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The Chih. 14 
q Affirrance. 


© Spacfull binter he | 
Burted RA ' Cond thou inveme 
So high a carrure? Is _ bought ? 
Doubclefſſe, bur in the way of puniſhmear, 
When wit contrives to mcet with thee, 


No ſuch rank poylon can there be. 
Thou ſaid'ſt but even now, 


That all was not fo fair as Iconceiv'd, 

Betwixt my God and me; that I allow 

And coyn large hopes; but, that I yas deceiv'd; 
Either the Teague was broke, or neare it; 


And, that I had great cauſe to fear it. 


And yehat to this? what more 
Could poyſon, if it had a tongue, expreſle ? 
What is thy aim? woutdft cthovunlotk the doore 
To cold deſpairs and gnawing penſivenefle? 
Would thou raiſe devils: I (ce, I knowv, 


I writ thy purpole long ago. 


ButI vill to my Father, 
Who heard thee ſay it. O moſt gracious Lord, 
If all the hopgiand-comfort that, L gather, | 
Were from my (elf, I had nor avord, 
Not halt a lecter to oppoſe 
What is obje Qed by .cay foes. - 


But thou art my deſert : 
And in this league; vttich now my foes tavade, ** 
Thou art not onely to perform thy part, | 
But alſo mine; as when the 1 was made, 
Thou didit at once thy ſelf endite, 
And hold my hand, while I did write. 


lb lt B G 3 Wherefore 
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Wherefore if thou canſt fail, 
Then can thy truth and IT : but while rocks Rand, 

And rivers ftirre, thou canſt not (hrink or quail : 
Yea, when both rocks and all things tall dizbagd, 
Then ſhalt thou be my rock and tower, 
And make their ruine praiſe thy povyer. 


Now fooliſh thought go on, 
Spin out thy thread, and make thereof a coat 
To hide thy ſhame : for thou haſt caſt a bone 


Whuch bounds on thee,and will not dowa thy throat. 


What for ic (elf love once began, 
Now love aad truth wall end in man. 


C The Call. 


* Ome, my Way, my Truth, my Life : 
Such a Way, as gives us breath : 
Such a Truth, as cnds all ſtrife : 

And ſuch a Life, as klleth death. 


Come, my Light, my Fealt, my Screnzeh: 
Such a Light, as ſhayws a fealt : 
Such a Feaſt, as mends in length : 


Such a Strength, as makes his gueſt. 


Come, my Joy, my Love, my Heart : 
Such a Joy, as none can move : 

Such a Love, as none can part : 

Such a Hearc, as joyes in love. 


q Claſping 


fr © 2. za 
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. The Church, \ 
$ Claſping of hands. * 


Ord, thou art mine, and I amthine, 
If mine 1 ams and thine much ajore, 
Then I or ought, orcan be mine. 
Yet to be thine, doth me reſtore; 
$0 that again I now am mine, 
And with advantage mine the more: 
Since this being mine, brings wirh ic chine, 
And thou with me doi thee reſtore. 
If I without thee would be mine, 
I neither ſhould be mine nor thine. 


Lord, I am thine, and thou artmine: © 

So mine thou art, thar ſomething more 

I may preſume thee mine then thine. 

For chou didſt ſuffer to reſtore 

Not thee, but me, and ro be mine: 

And with advantage mine the more, 

Since thou in death waſt none of thine, 

Yet then as mine didſt me reſtore. 
O be mine ſtill! ill make me thine; 
Orrather make no T hine and Mine. 


_—y —__ th <E—— 


OO —— — 
[— — 


q Praiſe, 


Ord, I will meanand({peak hy praiſe, 
L Thy praiſe alone. 
My bufic heart ſhall ſpinne * all-my dayes: 
Th AE it ſtops for vant of ſtore, 
en will Ivring it with a fagh or grone 
That chou DT YI, ( 
W 4 
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All things concurre to give it a perfeRion. 
, The which ad bas tvvo pare 


When thou doſt bietie hark cveel ve: ore ve eel doch riſe 


To ryenut chenzor mote. 


But when thou doſt on buſineffe blow, 
It hangs, it clogs: 
Not all the tcamms of Albion in a rove 
Can hale or draw it out of doore, 


Lezs arc but ſtumps, and Pharaohs wheels but logs, 


And ſtruggling hinders more. 


© 
Thouſands of things do thee employ 
In ruling all 


This ſpacious globe: Angels malt have chreir joy, 


Devils their rod, the (ea his hore, 


The windes cheir ſtint: and yet when I dad call, 


Thou lzardſt my call, ihd more. 


I have Kot loft ohe Fngle teat: 
Bur when mine eyes 
Did vveep to heav'n, they found a bottle there 
Readic to take them in; yet of a ſize 
That would zontatn much more. 


Buec afeeqx rigou had(t flipr x Fr 
Frofn | oe 


(Which eve il nie ireadrlers neare the top 


Of ſome fait charchy ro ſhove the ſore 


And bloudie batre{t ovlich thou once digit ctic } 


The glagfke yeas fall atid more. 


TC] 


Wherefore 
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Wherefore I Gng. Yet fince my hoart, 
| nc il prefs'd,runacs thing 
O that 1 might ſome other 
And (o cake up atuſt good fhores 
That to thy cheſts tlrere might be garning ih , 
Both all my praiſe, and more ! 


Me _— — 
Si _— 


——— hdd —_ 


$ Joſephs coar, 


TAJ Omanes I hag, tormented I endite, 
Thrown down I fall into a bed, and reſt: 
Sorrow hath chang'd its note: ſuch is tns will, 
Who changeth fl rhiingwas him pltaſeth beft. 
For well hit knows, if bat 64e tritfatrl finer 
Among my thitiy Had histul carter, | 
Sure it would cartieWirh it eV my heart, 
And both would runne uartill chey found a beere 
To ferch the bode; borh being cue ro greef, 
But he hath ſpoil'd the race, and giv'n to anguiſh 
Oaec of Joyes cous,; ting Kwith felict. 
Tolinger in me, and together languiſh. 
I ive ro ſhew his potter, Who once did bring 
My joys to weep, and now ary refs to ſarg, 


— _— 
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C The Pulley. 


Hen God at firſt made Man, 
Having a WV bleſſings ſtanding by; | 
Let us {fd he) poure on him all wecan : e> 
Let the worlds ighes, which diſperſed lie, 
 *'  Conctraſtinton ſpan, 
- G 5 : So 


«. 
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So ſtrength firſt made a way; 
Then beautic flaw'd, then wiſdome,bonour,pleaſuce, 
When almoſt all was our, God made a ſtay, | 
Fercerving thac alone of all his treaſure 
" Relt inthe bortome lay, 


For if I ſhould (ſaid he ) 
Beſtowv this jewell atſo on my crearure, 
H- would adore my giftsin ſtead of me, 
And cit in Nature, not the God of Nature: 
So both thould loſers be. 


Yet let him keepthereſt 
But keep them with repining reſtleſneſſe: 
Let him be rich and wearie, that at leaſt, 
If goodnefic leade him nor, yet wearineſſe 
May tofle him to my breaſt. 


P—I—_ 


= 


& The Prieſthood. 


Leſt Order, which in power dot fo excell, 
That with th' one hand thou lifteſt co the skie, 
And with the other throwefſt down to hell 
Io thy juſt cenſures; fain would L draw nigh, 
Fain pur thee on, exchanging my lay-ſword 
_, For that of. th' holy Word. 
Z: | 
But thou art fire, ſacred and ha[low'd ficez 
And I but earth and clay: ſhould I preſume 
| To wear thy habit, the ſevere attire 
' My ſlender compoſicions might conſume, 
I ama both foul and brittle, much unf 
I Todcal ia holy Wru. 
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Yet have I often ſeen, by cunni 
And force of fite, what curi are made 
Of wretched earth. Where once I (corn'd to ſtand, 
That earth is firred bythe fire anderade © © © ay 
Of skilfull artiſts, for the boards of thoſe 

Who make the braveſt ſhoves. -., 


But ſince thoſe great ones, be they ne're ſo do 
Come from the earth from yyhence thole veſſels come; 
So that ar once both feeder, oy rn, meat 
Have one beginning and one umme: 
I do not greatly wonder at the ſtght, 

Ifearth in carth delight. 


But th' holy men of God ſuch veddrare*: ir: -: 

As ſerve him up, who alt the world commands: 

When God vouchſafeth.to became our fare, 

Their hands convey him, who conveys their hands. - 

O what pare things, moſt pure muſt thoſe things be, 
Who bring my God'tome ! 


Wherefore I dare not, T, pat forth my;hand 

To hold the Ark, although jr ſeem to ſhake 

Through th" old finnes and new doctrines of our land. 
Onely, Gnce God doth after veſſels make 

Of lowly matter far high uſes meet, 


I throve me at his feet, 


There will Le, ontill my Maker (cele' 
For ſome mean ſtuffe yyherevn to ſhow his kill * - 
Thea is my time. The diſtance of the meek 
Doth flatzer power, - Leſt good come fort of ilÞ*-! 
In praifing might, the poore do by ſubmiſſion 

What pride by oppoſition: ©! 


TH 7 


I: The Statth. 


My LAS: my daily bread 


t never prove. 
My knees pierce tf O_o 


And centreVoth to tne denie 
That thou art there, 


Yet can I mark hoby herbs belowe | 
Grow green and gay; 
As if to meex $het; they did k 
> bly- r While Yecty: 


' | 


YetcanT mark how eps _ey abo 
____ and ſhine, 

As havingkeyes untothy Hove, 
Amit pooteT pine, 


I ſent a fight to ſeekahee own, , 
drdvyn in pain, 
Wing'd like ati ary: bur my feour 
Returns 18. vain, 


I tun'd another (having ſtare }. 
Into a grone, 
Becauſe the ſearchr was ducabe before: 
. © Burall was 6nie. 


Lord, doft ſome new fabrick mold 
4 <p Which favoty winney, 


Has Sg thes preſent, eros th*n Yds; of 
their 


es ? 


Wa Oni pros he wy Love & 


Where 


Fi 
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Where is my God? what hidden place | 
C thee ſtill? 
What covert dare eclipft rhyFace? 
Is it thy will ? 


O ct not that of any ing: 
Lerr brafſe, 

Or ſteel, or mourirayns be tliyring, 

And | will paſte, Jt 1 8 
Thy will ſuch an intretiching is | = 
$ pallet thought : 
Toit all trength, all ſubtilcies 

Are things of nought. 
Thy will ach 4 Rtarize diftdnet is, 

| that tit © 

Eaſt and Weſt tolith, the ptles do kiffe, 

Atid parallers meet. 


Since then my grief mult be as large, 
As 1 » 

Thy diftance from-me; ſee my charge, 

, Lord, fee my caſe, 


O cake theſe barres, theſe lengths away; 
Turn, and reſtore me: 
Be not Almightic, let me ſay, 
Againſt, but for me. 


When thou doſt turn, and wilt benewe; 
What edge (o kcen, 
What point ſo piercing can appeare 
Tocome berween ? 


For as thy abſence doth excel 
All diſtance knovn': 
So doth thy mearenefit bear the bell, | 
| Making ty one. | 
: 4 Grit, 


! 
h 


! 
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q Grief. 


FY Whowill give me tears? Come all ye ſprings, 
Oo in my head and eyes: come clouds, & rain: 
My grief hath need of all the watrie things, 

T hat nature hath produc'd. -Lert ev'ry vein 

Suck up a river ta (apply mine eyes, 

My weary weeping eyes too dry for me, 

Unlefle they get new<conduits, new ſupplies 

To bear them our, and with my ftate agree. 

What are two ſhallow foords, rwo little ſpouts 

Of a lefſe world ? the greater is but ſmall, 

A narrow cupboard for my griefs and doubts, 
Which vane proviſion m the midſt of all. 

Verſes, ye are too fine a thing, too wile. _ 
For my rough ſorrows: ceaſe, be dumbe and mute, 
Give up your feet and running to mine eyes, 

And keep your meaſures for ſome lovers lute, . 
Whoſe grief allows him mufeck and a rhyme : 

For mine excludes both meaſure, tune, and time, 


Alas, my God: 


| EI— 


6 The Croſfe. 


W Hat isthis ſtrange and uncouth thing? 
To make me fizh, and ſeek; and faint and die, 
Untill1 had ſome place, where I mighe fing, 
And ſerve thee; and not onely I, 
But all my wealth and family might combine 
Toſctthy honour up, as our defigne, 


And thenwhen after much delay, 
Much wraſtlm,:, many 3 combare, his deareend, 
So much defir'd,is z1v'n, to take away 
My power to (erve theez to uabend 
All my abilics, my defignes confound, 
And lay my chreatrungs bleeding oa the ground, 


One ague dwelleth in my bones, 
Another in my (ſoul (the memorie 3:1 24 
What I would do for thee, if once my grones 

Could be allow'd for harmonic ) 

J] am in all a weak diſabled thing, 
Save in the ſight thereof, where | doth Ring.” 


Befides, things (ſort not to my will, 
Ev'n when my will doth ſtudic thy renown : b 
'T hou tarneſt ch* edge of all things on me ſill, 
Taking melp to throw me down : 
So that, cv'n when my hopes feem to be ſped, 
I amto grief alivegto them as dead. 


To have my im, and yeto be 
Farther from it 0 ning bows 
To make my hopes my torture, and the fee 
Ofall my woes another wo, 
Is in the midit of delicates ro need, 1 


And ev'n in Paradiſc to be a weed. 


Ah my deare Father; eaſe my ſmart !” 
Thele contrarieties cruſh me; theſe crofle ations 
Do winde a rope abour, and cut my heart : 
And yet fince theſe thy contradictions 
Are properly acrofle felr by chy Sonne, 
With bur foure words, my words, Thy will be _ 


The Thaxth, 
$ The Flower. 


How feth, O Lotd, tow tweet and deln 
Are thy rerutris ! ey nas the flow'ts in ſptingz 
To which, befides theit owh dernicati, 
The late-paſt froſts rributes of pleafare bring. 
Grief melts away 
Like (now in May, ' 
As if there were nofuch cold thittg. 
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Who would have rkought my fhivel'd heart 
Could have recover'd greetinelle ? 6 was gont 
Quite under ground, as flow'rs depatt 
To ſee their mother-root, when they have blorvn; 
Where'rthey together | 
| All the Hard veearNer - 
Dead rothe world, keep houſe aknown. 


Theſe arechy wonders, Lord of power, 
Killing and quickfiltip, brinzitg d6wa to hel 
And upto heaven in an houre; 
Making a chimitig of @ pafficigebelt; 
We fay amaiſit, 
This or tht is: 
Thy word isall; if we could fpell. 


O that I once paſt changing were, 
Faſt inthy Paradiſe, where no flow's can wither ! 
Many a ſpring 1 thoor op fair, 
Offcing at heav'n, gromt and groaing thither: 
Nor doth my flower 
Want afſpring-ſhowre, 
My Gage and I joyaing tagethge. 


LE 
F 


*? 
} 


The Cheech, © 
But while I grow in a ſtraight line, 
Still upwards bent, a#fF heavy nwWete thin Wi, 
hy anget cotats; 4rid I decline: 


What froſt to that? What pole is not the Zone, 


Where all chings buen, 
When' thou d6ſk turn, 
And the leaft frovni of rhide is hoywn? 


And now in age I bud again, 
After ſo many Jetche I live afid writes 
I once more (mell che dew and rain, 
And celith verſing. O my oticty light, 
Je cannot be 
That I ark lie 
Oa whom thy ttmipeſts fell dll night, 
Theſe are thy wonders, Lord of loye, 
To make us ſee ve ate but flow'rs that glide: 
Whith vyhen: vve once can finde and prove, 
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! $ Dotage. 
Alle gl#zit ; 64sky of happineſſe, 
Foolith pr and chal 
Chaſes in Arras, gilded emptineſſe, 
hadows well mouiited, dreams iii 3 cat&er, 
Embroider'd lyes, no between two diſhes; 
.* ThelSattthepltaſiges here. 
True earneſt (ortows, rooted miſcries, +-7 / 
Anguith in grain, vexations ri and bbw » 
Sure-footed griefs, ſolid calamities 
Plain demonſtrations, evident and cleare, 
Fetching their proofs ev'n from the very bone; | 
T hieſe are thit forrdws here. 


drens wiſhes, 


_—. 


Buc 


762 The Church, 


But oh the folly of diſtracted men, 

Who griefs in carneft, joyes in jeſt purſue; 

Preferring, like brute beaſts, alothſome den 

Before a court, ey'n that above ſoclearc, 

Where are no ſorrows, but delights more truc 
Then miſcrics are here: 


q The Sonne. 


#— forrain nations of their language boaſt, 
What fine yarietie each tongue affords: 
T like our language, as our men and coaſt: 
Who —— ic well, want vir, not vwords. 
How neatly do ve give one onely name 
To parents iſſue and the ſunnes bright ſtarre! 
A ſonne is light and fruit; a fruitfull flame 
Ch the fathers dimneſle, catri'd farre 
From the firſt man in th* Eait, to freſh and acvy 
Weſtern diſcov'ries of poſteritie. 
So in ene word our Lords humilitie 
We curn upon him in 2 ſenſe moſt true: 
For what Chriſt once in hamblenefſe began, 
We lym ia glorie call, The Sonne of Mane + 
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$ A true Hymne. 
MY joy, my life, my crown! 
My heart was meaning all the day, 
Somewhat it fain would ſay: 
And ſtill ic runneth mutr'ring up and down 
With onely this, My joy, my life, my crown! 


The Church. 


Yet ſlight not theſe feve veords : 
If truely (aid, they may take part 
Among the belt in art. ' 
The finenefle which a hymae or plalme affords, 
s, when the ſoul unto the lines accords. | 
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He who craves all the minde, 
And all the ſoul, and (trength, and time, 
_ If the words oaely rhyme, 
aſtly complains, that ſomeyhac is behind=: 
ſomake his yerſe, or write a hymae in kinde. 


Whereas if th'heart be moved, " 
Althouzh the verſe be ſomewhat ſcaat, 
God doth ſupply the want : 
ls when th'heart (ayes (ſighing to be approved) 
, could I love! and Rops; God weiteth, Loved. 
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$ The Anſwer. 


 þ Y comforts drop and melt away like ſnow : 
LVL | ſhake my head, and all the thoughts and endF# 
Vhuch my fierce yourh did bandie, faiFand flow 
Like leaves abaur mie,” or like ſummer friends, ' 
Flyes of eftates and ſugne-ſhine. Burto all, 
Vho think me eager; hot, and undertaking, 
s Fur in my proſecutions ſlack and ſmall; 
a young exhalatton, newly waking, 
Scorns his firlt bed of dirr, and means the skiez 
But.cooling by the way, groves purſic and Glove, 
id ſecling to a cloud, doth live and die 
Ia chat dark ſtare of rears: to all, that fo 
Shovy me, and ſet me, I have one reply, 

Nhich they that knoyy the reſt, knovy more then I. 


q A 


The Chwch. 
«f ADiafogue-Arthetre, 
Chriſtian,” Death, 
Chr. a Las, poore Death! whete is thy gtorie? 
Where, is thy famous force,thy ancient Ling ? <1 


Dea. Ala# poord mortall, void of ftovie ! 
Go ſpell and texde how IT ave hill'd thy King. 


Chr. Poore death! and who was hurt thereby ? 
Thy curſe being laid on him, makes thee accurt, 


Dea, Let loſtis talk: yet thou ſhalt de; (worſt, 
Theſe arms ſhall cruſh thee, Ch. Spart nor,do thy 
I ſhall be one day better then before : 
Thou fo much worſe, that thou ſhalt be no more, 


pn—— wt 2" EI WR 
all The Water-cobrſe, Or 


fl om who doſt dwell and linget here belovy, - » 
| & Since the-conditian of this world is frail, -_ 
Whero of all plancs afflitions. ſooneſt grow; 

If troubles ovettake thee, da not, warlka 


For Wh ca Yook for tHfts, tiki loreth$ 
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Life? 
Swife? Shit 
But rather turn the pipe and waters courſe |, 
Toſerye thy firitics, and furniſh thee with fiere. © 
Of ov raigne te inging from zrue 'remorle; | 
That (o in purenefic thou miyit him adore; || ;; Lak 
Who gited t6 ttt; as/he fees dS 2a0nion- ILY, 


{ 


y 


«| Self tf 


> Exll home thine eye (that buſie wanderer ) © 


by 


WY 


WW - 


Fir Olureh, 


$ Self-conflemmittidh.” 
'tT'Hou who condemackt Jewiſh haze, 


vr chooſing Barabbas a murdexer| \,.. . 
Before the Lord of glorie; 


Thatwicehaybe nad 
ath love, and love ariſe | 
bebpr: 


The d.an ancient maadoari is; 


© Fr houſands o of ſouls; hath-and dah deftroy 


With her- pany nn 
He thathath Mages edding 


etyvcen his ſoul dnd go gold, pen th preferr” d 
for 


Falſe gain e the true, 
Hath'dene what he condemnes inreading : 
Er he hath ſet4for money his deare Lord, 
And 'isa Judas-Jew. 


Thus we.peevent the laſgreatday, 
d judge our lelves. That lighyavhich An & paſlion 
Did before dime and choke, 
When once thoſe (nuffes ace ta'ne away, 
tines bright and cleare, ev'n unto condemnation, 
Without cxcule or cloke, 


—_—_—_— —_ a. a a 
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< Bireer-ſecet, 


a H my dear6 angrie Lord ! 

Sigee thay doſt loves yet ſtrikes 
& down, yet | 4! 
gill do the like, 


The Charch. 
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I will complain, yet praiſez 

I will bewail, approve : 

And all my ſowre-ſweet dayes 

Iwill lament, and love, 

— mmm oemrrn—_ a 4 
The Glance. 


When firſt thy ſweet and gracious eye 
Vouchſaf d ev'n inthe mid of and nighe JT} 
To look upon me, who before didlie | 


: Weltting in ſinne : 
b*- I felt a ſugred ſtrange delight, Oc 
Paſfing all cordials made by any art, 
Bede, embalme,and oyerrunne my beart, «--- fy, 
And take it in. 
Since that time many a bitter ſtorm _ Ye 
My ſoul hath fel, ev'nable to deſtroy, i 
Had the malicious and ill- harm Fo 


His (wing and ſway : 
But ill thy ſweet onginall joy 
Sprung from thine eye, did work within wy ſoul, 


And ſurging griefs, when they grevy bold, controll, N: 
And got the day, | M1 
*If thy firſt glance ſo powerfull be, -<>-- 
A mirth bur open'd, and ſeal'd up againz = "B 
What wonders ſhalt we feel ,vvhen ve ſhall ſee - 
Thy full-ey'd love ! Ar 


When thou ſhalt look us our of pain, 
And one aſpe& of thine ſpend in delight 
More then a thouſand ſunnes disburſe in light 
In heay'n above { 
q 
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« The 23 Pſalme. 


e God of love my ſhepherd is, 
And hethat doth me feed: 
While he is mine, and I am his, 

me What can I want or need? T7 


He leads me to the tender > ; 
Where I both feed and reſt; 

Then to the ſtreams that gently paſſe: | 
In both I have the beſt. 


Oc if I tray, he doth convert 
And bring my minde in frame: 
And all this not for my deſert, x 
Burt for his holy name. 


Yea, in deaths ſhadie black abode 
Well gay 1 walk, not fear: 

For thou arr with me; and thy rod 
To guide, thy ſtafle to bear. 


Nay, thou doft make me fit and dine, 
Ev'nin myenemies ſight: 

My head'with oyl, my cup with wine 
Runnes over day and night. 


Surely thy ſweet and wondrous love 
Shall meaſure all my dayes: 
And as it never ſhall remove, 


So neither ſhall my praiſe. 


7868 The Martoler 


n—__ Mark Marie wip Mageal her -. il feet, [ 


VV Cole puores firing 6 vamp on 
And wore them | 9 at 1] an.her 7 
Sheving his ſteps Doubt 
Wherein ſhe thencefarth 
With penſive humbleneſſe —_ live and tread: 


She being ftain'd herſelf, wh why <4 he ſtrive 
To make him clean, wh could nor beef > 
Why kept ſhe not route: her ovyn faults, 
And not his feet?” Though we cond dive 
In tears like ſeas, our finnes are a_—__ 
Deeper then they, in words, andyvorks, and thoug ha. 


Deare ſoul, ſhe kneyy vyho did vouchſafe and deigae 
To bear her filth; and that her Gnnes did .dafb 
Ey'n God himſelf: wherefore ſhe was not obs 

As the had whereyvith xo ſtain 


So to bring in ewith ta vyaſh: 
And yet in waſhing one, Se waſked both. 


a. A— 
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; Pi any 


FH Olinefic on the head, 
Light and Qtions on the breaſt, 
Harmonious bells below, raiſing the dead 
To kade them wato life and reft; 
Thus axe true Aarons diet, 


Profanenefle in my head, 

| Defe&s and darkneffe in my breaſt, 

A noiſe of paſſions ringing me for dead 
Jr a place where is no reſt: 

-.Pooxe pricſt thus am I dre; 


The Church. 


Onely another head 
T have, another heacrand breaſt, 
Another mulick, making'live, not dead, 
Without whom 1 coald have'no reft: 


In himTamwell dreft. 


Chriſt is my onely head, 
My alone onely heart and breaſt, 
My onely muſick, ſtriking ge ev'n dead; 
That to the ofd4 man may reſt, 
And br in him new dreſt, 


So holy in my head, 
Perfe& and light in my deare breaft, 


My dodrine tun'd by Chriſt, ( who is not dead, 
he But lives in me while I doreſt) 


Come people; Aaron's dreſt. 


_— os 
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« The Odour, 2. Cor. 2. 


| Ow (ſweetly doth My Maſter ſound! My Maſter! 
As Amber-greele leaves a rich (cnt 
Unto the taſter: 
- So do theſe words a ſyeet content, 
n oriencall fragrancie, My Maſter. 


Vich theſe all day I do perfume my minde, 
My minde ey'n thruſt into them bothz 
That I might finde 
What cordials make this curious broth, 
his broth of ſmells, that feeds and fats my miade, 


ly Maſter, ſhall T ſpeak? O that to thee 
My ſervant were alittle ſo, 
As fleſh may be; 
That theſe rwo words might creep and grove 
lo ſome degree of ſpicineſle to thee! 
H Then 
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Then ſhould the Pomander, which was before 
A ſpeaking ſweet, mend by refle&ion, 
And tell me more: 
For pardon of my imperfeRtion - ,. 
' Would warm and work it {weeter then before. 


For when My Maſter, which alone is ſweex, 
Andey'n in my unworthinefle pleaſing, 
Shall call and meer, 
My ſervant, as thee not diſpleaſing; 
T hat call is but the breathing of the ſweet. 


This breathing would with | uw by (weetning me 
( As ſweet things traffick when they mcec ) 
Return to thee: 
Andio this nevw commerce and ſweet 


Should all my life employ and buhe me. 


d The Foil. 
TF we could ce below 
T he fphere of vertue, and each ſhining grace 
As plainly as that above doth ſhow; 
T his were the berter $kie, rhe brighter place. 


God hath made ſtarres the foil 
To let off vertues, griefs to ſcr off finning: 
Yet in this wretched world we toil, 
As if griet yvcre not foul, nor vertue winning. 
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CT. The Forerunners, 
He harbingers are come. See, ſee rheir mark; 
White isthcir colour, and behold my head. 
But muſt they have my brain? muſt they diſpark 
TT hoſe ſparkling notions, which therein were bred? 
Muſt dulnefſe turn me to a clod? 
Yet have they teft me, Thou art ſtill my God. 


"The Charch. ryt 


Good men ye be, to leave me my beſt room, 
Ev'n all my heart, and what is lodged there : 
I paſſe not, I, what of che reſt become, 
So Thou art ſtill my God, be out of fear, 

He will be pleaſed with that dictiez 
And if I pleaſe him, I write fanc and wirric, 


Farewell ſweet phraſes, lovely metaphors. 

But will ye leave me thus? when ye before 

Of ſtews and brothels onely knew the doores, 

Then did 1 waſh you with my tears, and-more, 
Brought you to Church well dreſt and clad : 

My God mult have my beſt, ey'nall I had, 


Lovely enchanting | , (ugar-cane, 

Hony of roſes, whither wilt thou flic ? 

Hath ſome fond lover tic'd ghee to thy bane? 

And wilt thou leave the Church, and love a tic? 
Fie, thou wilt ſoil thy hroider'd coat, 

And hurt thy (elf, and him that fangs the note, 


Let fooliſh lovets, if they will love dung, 

With canvas, norwith arras, clothe their ſhame : 

Let folly (peak in her own native tongue. 

True beautie dyclls on high : ours is a flame 
But borrow'd thence to light us thither. 

Beaurtic and beautcous words ſhould go together. 


Yetif you go, I paſſe not; take your way : 
For, Thou art (till my God, is all that ye 
Perhaps with mare embelliſhment can ſay. 
Go birds of ſpring : let winter haye his feez 

Let a bleak paleneſſe chalk the doore, 
So all within be livclier then before. 


H 2 4 The 


The. Church. 
q The Roſe. 


Reſle me not to take more pleaſure 
P In this world of ſugred lies, 
And to uſe a larger meaſuxe | 
Then my {tri&, yet welcome fize. 
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Firſt, there is no pleaſure here : 
Colour'd griefs indee 
Bluſhing woes, that look asTleare 
As if they cgutd beautie ſpare. 


Or if ſuch deceits there be, 
Such delights I mcant to (ay; 
There are no ſuch things to me, 


Who have pals'd my right ayvay. 


But I will not much oppoſe 

Unto what you '\#vy adviſe : 
Onely take this gentle roſe, 

And therein my anſrer lies. 


What is fairer then aroſe ? : 
What is [weeter? yet it purgeth, 
Purgings enmitic diſcloſe, 
Enmitic forbearance urgeth, 


If then all that worldlings prize 
Be contracted to a roſe; 
Sweetly there indeed it lies, 
Bur it bitcth in the cloſe, 


$o this flow'r doth judge and ſentence 
Worldly joyesto be a ſcourge: 

For they all produce repentance, 
Anion 1$ a purge, 


——__ OO 


The Church. 
But I health, not phyſick chuſe: 
Onely though I you oppoſe 
Say that fairly I refuſe, _ 
For my anſwer is aroſe. 


4 
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© Diſcipline. 
Hrow away thy rod, 
Throw away thy wrath : 


O my God, 
Take tke gentle path, 


For my heyrts deſire 
Ulato thinevs bent : 
] aſpire 


To a full conſcnrt. 


Not a word ot look 


Though I fqil, I weep : - 


It in pace, 


Stonic hearts will ble 


Love is (wift of foot; 
Love's a man of warre, 
And can ſhoot, 
And can hit from farre. 
H 3 
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Who can ſcape his bow ? 

That which wrought on thee, 
Brought thee lovy, 

Needs muſt work on me. 


Throv away thy rod : 

Though man frailties hath, 
Thou art God: 

Throw away thy wrath. 


A— ts — A——— 
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« The Invitation, 
Ome ye higher all, whoſe raſte 
Is your waſte ; 
Save your coſt, and mend your fare. 
God is here prepar'd and dreft, 
And the feaft ; 
God, in whom all daintics are, 


Come ye hither all, whom wine 
Doth define, 
Naming you not to your good : 
Weep what ye have —_ amaſſe, 
And drink this, 
Which before ye drink 1s bloud, 


Come ye hither all, whom pain 
Doth arraigne, 

Bringing all your finnes to fight : 

Taſte and fcar not ; God is here 
In this cheer, 


And on finne doth caft the fright, 


Come ye hither all, whom joy 
Doth deſtroy, 
While ye graze withour your bounds : 
Here us joy that drowneth quite 
Your delight, 
As a floud the lower grounds. 


Come 
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Come ye hicher all, whoſe loye 
Is your dove, | 
And exalts you to the $kie: 
Here is love, which having breath 
Ev'nin death, 
After death can neverdie.. 


Lord, I have invited all, 
And I ſhall 
Still invite, ſtill call to thee: 
For it ſeems bur juſt and right 
In my fhght, 
Where is all, there alt ſhould -be 


« The Banquet, 


Elcome ſweet and ſacred cheer, 
Welcome deare; 
With me, in me, hive and dwell: 
For thy nearnefle paſteth fight, 
Thy delight 
Paſſerh tongue to taite or tell, 


O what ſycetnefle from the bowl 
Fills my foul, 

Such as is, and makes divine! 

Is ſome ſtarre ( fled from the ſphere ). 
Melted there, 


As we ſugar melt in wine? 


Or hath ſ(weetnefle in the bread 
Made a head * 
To ſubdue the ſmell of finne? 
Flow'rs, and gummes, and powders giving 
All their hving, 
Leſt the enemic Gould winne? 
H 4 Doubt, 
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Doubcleſſe neither ſtarre nor flower 
Hath the poyeer 

Such a (weetneſſe to impart: 

Onely God, who gives perfumes, 
Fleth aflumes, 

And rith it perfumes my heat, 


But as Pomanders and vvood 
Still are good, 
Yet being bruis'd are better (ented:; 
God, to thow how farre his love 
Could improve, 
Here, as broken, is preſented. 


When I had forgot my birth, 
And on carth 
In delights of earth was drown'd; 
God took bloud, and needs would bc 
Spiltwith me, 
And ſo found me on the ground, 


Having rais'd me to look up, 
In a cup 
Sweetly he doth mcet rpy taſte. 
But I ſtill being low and ſhort, 
Farre from court, 
Wine becomes a wing at laſt. 


For with it alone T flic 
To the $kic: 
Where I wipe mine eyes, and (ce 
What I (cek, for what I ſue; 
Him T vicw, 
Who hath done ſo much for me. 


— 


©&H wi 


Bc 


Ye 
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Let the wonder of this pitie 
Be my dirttie, 
And take up my linesandlife': 
Hearken under pain of death, 
Hands and breath, 
Strive in this, and love the ſtrife. 


$ The Polic., 


L Ec wits conteſt, 

And with their words and pofies windows ll; 
Leſſe then the leaſt 

Of all thy mercies, is my poſie ſtill. 


This on my ring, 

This by my piQture, in my book f write: 
Whether I ſing, 

Or ſay, or diate, this is my delight. 


Invention reſt, 
Compariſons go play, wit uſe thy will: 
Leſſe then the leaſt 
Of all Gods mercies, is my police ftill, 


q A Parodie, 


—_ joy, when thowart gone, 
And I alone, 
Which cannot be, 
Becauſe thou doſt abide with me, 
And [ depend on theey 


Yet when thou doſt ſuppreſſe 
The checrfutneſfe 
Of thy abode, 
And in my powers not ſtirre abroad, 
Bur leave me to my loads H F 


The Church, 
Owhata damp and ſhade 


Doth me invade ! 
No ſtormie night 
Can ſo affli& or (o affright, 
As thy eclipſed light. 
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Ah Lord ! donot withdray, 
Leſt want of aw 
Make finne appeare 3 
And when thou doſt but ſhine lefile cleare, 
" Say, thatthon art not here, 


And then what life T have, 
While finne doth rave, 
And falſly boaſt, 
That IT may ſeek, but thou art loſt; 
Thouand alone thou know it. 


O what a deadly cold 
Doth me infold ! 
I half beleeve 
That Sinne (ayes true: but while 1 grieve, 


Thou com'fſt and doſt relieve. 


__ — ——y —_ _ 


CT The Elixer, 
Each me, my God and King, 
Th all chings thee toſee; 
And what do in any thing, 
To do it as for thee : 


Notrudely, as a beaſt, 
To runne into an ation; 
Bur till ro make thee prepofſeſt, 
And give tt his perteQion, A 
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A man that looks onglaſſe, . 
On it may ſtay his eye; 

Gr, it he pleaſcth, through it paſſe, 
And then the heay'n eſpie. 


All may of thee [ap ; 
Nothing can be fo mean, 

Which with histinRure (for thy ſake 
Will not grow bright and clean, 


A ſervant with this clauſe 

Makes drudgerie divine. 
Whoſweeps a room, as for thy Laws, 

Makcs thatand th' ation fine, 


This is the famous tone 
That turneth all co gold : 

For that which God dot, rouch and own r. 
Cannot for lefle be told. 


q A Wreath. 
Wreathed garland of deſerved praiſe, 
Ao praiſe deſerved, unto thee 1] give, 
T give.to thee, who knowefl all my wayes, 
My crooked winding way 09s I live, 
Wherein I die, not live: for life is ſtraight, 
Straight as a line, and ever teads to thee, 
To hoe, who art more farre above deceit, . 
Then deceit ſeems above {umplicirte. . 
Give me fimplicitie, that I may live, 
So live and like, that I may know thy wayes, | 
Know them and praiſe them: then ſhall I give - 
For this poorowreath, give thee a crown of praile. 
q4- Death.s 
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, ,* 
Eath, thou waſt once an uncouth hideous thing, 
Nothing but boncs, 


The (ad effeR of ſadder grones : 


Thy mouth was open, but thou couldſt not ing. 


For we confider'd thee as at ſome fix 


Fleſh 


Or ten yeares hence 
After the lo@@F1ife and lenſe, : 


being rurn'd to duſt, and bones to ſticks. 


We loakt on this fide of thee, ſhooting ſhort; 


Where ve did finde 
The ſhells of fledge ſouls left behunde, 


Drie duſt, which ſheds no tears, but may cxtort. 


But fince our Saviours death did put ſome bloud 


Into thy face, 


Thou art grow fair and full at grace... 


Much in requeſt, much ſought for as a good. 


For we do novy behold thee gay and glad, 


As at dooms-day; 
When ſouls ſhall wear their ncvy aray, 


And all thy bones with beauty ſhall be clad. 


Therefore we can godie as ſleep, and truft 


Half that we have 
Unto an honeſt faithfull grave ; 


Making our pillows either down or duſt, 


$ Dooms- 
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q Dooms.day. 


Come away, 

Make no delay, 

Summon all the duſt co rife. 
Till it ſtirre, and rubbe the eyes; 
While this member jogs the other, 

Each one whiſpring, Live ye brother ? 


Come away, 
Make this the day, 

Duft, alas, no muſick feels, 

But thy trumpet: then it kneels, 

As peculiar notes and ſtrains 

Cure T aranculacs raging pains, 


Come away, 
O make no ftay ! 
Let the graves make their confeſſion, 
Leſt at lengrb they plead poſſeſſion; 
Fleſhes ftubbornneflc may have 
Read that leflon to the grave. , 


Come away, 
Thy flock doth ſtray, 
Some to windes rheir bodice lend, 
And in them may drown a friend: 
Somein noyſome vapours grow 
To a plague and publick wo, 


Come 2way, I 
Help our decay, 
Man is out of order hurF'd, 
Parccl'd out to all the world. 
Lord, thy broken conſort raiſe, 
And the mukick ſhall be praiſe, 


$ Judge. 
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4 Judgement. 
Lmightic Judge, boyy ſhall pore wretches brook 
| Thy dreadfull look, 
Able an heartof iron to appall, 
{76M thou ſhalr call 
For ev'ry mans peculiar book ? 


What others mean to do, I know not well ; 
Yet I hearetell, 
That ſome will turn thee to ſome leaves therein 
So void of finne, 


Thar they in merit ſkall excell, 


But I reſolve, when thou ſhalt call for mine, 
Thartodecline, 
And thruſt 2 teſtament into thy hand; 
Ler that be (cann'd : 
There thou ſhalt finide my faults are thine, 


——_—_ — of a—_— 
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Heaven, 
Who will ſhovy me thoſe delights on high ? 

Echo. I: 

Thou Echo, thou art-mortall, all men knows. . 
Echo. No. 

Wert thou not born among the trees and leaves ? 
Echo. Leaves. 

And are there any leaves that ſtill abide ? 
Echo. Bide. 

What leaves are they ? impart the matter wholly. 
Echo. Holy. 

Are holy leayes the Echo then of blifle ? 
Echo. Yes. 

Thea te] me, what is that ſupreme delight? 
Bcho, L:ght, 

Light 
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Light tothe minde: what ſhall che will enjoy ? 
Fchs. Foy. 

Burt are there cares and buſineſſe with the pleaſurg > 
Echo. Leiſure. 

Light, joy, and leiſure; bil ſhall they perſever 2 
Echo. Ever. 


$ Love. 
Ove bade me welcome: yet my ſoul dreyy back, 
Guiltic of duſt and finne. 
Burt quick-ey'd gore me grow ſlack 
From = ficlt entrance in, 
Drew nearer to me, ſweetly queſtioning 


If I lack'd any thing, 


A gueſt, I anſiwer'd, worthy to be here: 
Love ſaid, You ſhall be he, 
I the unkinde, ungratefull ? Ah my deare , 
Toomum lodk on thee, 
Love took my hand, and ſmiling did reply, 
Who made the eyes but I ? 


Truth Lord; but I have marr'd them: let my ſhame 
Go where it doth deferye, 

And knovy you not, ſayes Love, who bore the blame? 
My deare, then I will ſerve, 

You muſt ſit down, (ayes Love, andtaſte my meat: 
So Idid fic and cat. 


4 FINIAIS. 


Glorie be to God on high , and on earth peace, 
good will towards men, | 
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gerxizz>y, Lmightic Lord , who from thy glorious 

wot 548 throne 

GP A #7} Secſt and ruleſt all things ev'n as one: 
9%; The ſmalleſt antor atome knows thy 

BE: wer, 

= Knownalſo to each minute of an hourc: 

Much more do Common-weals acknowledge thee, 

And wrap their policies in thy decree, 

ry wa: thy counſels, doing nought 

Which doth not mect with an cretnall thought, 

But above all, thy Church and Spouſe doth proye 

Not the decrees of power, but batids of loye, 

Early didſt thou ariſe to plant this vine, 

Which might the more indeare it to be thine, 

Spices come from the eaſt; ſo did thy Spouſe, 

roots as the light, (eet as the Iaden boughs 

Of Noahs ſhadie vine, chaſte as the dove; 

Prepar'd and fitted to reccive thy love. 

The courſe was weſtward, that the ſunne might light 

As well our underſtanding as our f1ghr, 

Where th* Ark did reſt, there Abraham began 

'Fo bring the other ark from Canaan. 

Moſes purſu'd this: but King Solomon 

Finiſht and faxt the old religion, 

When it grew looſe, the Jews did hope in vain 

By nailing Chriſt co faſten it again. 

But to the Gentilcs he bore croflc and all, 


Ww 


Rending with earthquakes the partition-wall. , NN 


Onely whereas the Ark ih gloric ſhone, 
Now with the croſle, as with-a ſtaffe, alone, 


Religion, like a pilgrime, weltward bent, 
Knocks 


a fil 
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Knocking atall doores, ever as ſhe went. 
Yet as the ſunne, though forward be his flight, 
Liſtens behinde him, and allows ſome light, 
Till all depart; ſo went the Church her way; 
Letting, while one foot ſept, the other ſtay 
Among the eaſtern nations for a time, 
Till both xemoved to the yeltern clime. 
To Egyps hilt ſhe came, where they did prove 
Wonders .of anger once, but now of love. 
"The zen Commandments there did flouriſh more 
Thea the ten bitter plagues had done before. 
Holy Macarius and great Antonie 
Made Pharaoh Moſes, changing th' hiſtorie, 
Goſben was darkneſle, Egypt full of lights, 
N 1s for monſtcrs brought forth Iſraelues. 
Such power hath mightie Baptiſme to produce 
For things musſhapen, things of higheſt uſe, 
How dcare tome, 0 God, thy counſels arc. 

who may with thee compare? 
Religion thence fled into Greece, where arts 
Gave her the higheſt place in all mens hearts, 
Learning was pos'd, Philoſophic was ſer, 
Sophiſters raken in a fiſhers net, 
Plato and Ariſiotle were at a loſle, 
And wheel'd about again to (pell Chriſt-Croſſe, 
Prayers chas'd (yllogilmes into their den, 
And Ergo wastransform'd into .1{men. 
Though Greece took horſe as ſoon as Fg ypt did, 
And Xome as both; yer Egypt faſter rid, 
And ſpent her period and prefixed time 
Before the other, Greece being paſt her prime, 
Religion went to Rome, (ubduing thoſe, 
Who, that they might ſubdue, made all their foes. 
The Warrier his deere skarres no more reſounds, 
But ſeems to yeeld Chriſt hath the greater wounds; 
Wounds willingly endur'd to work his bliſle, 
Whoby an ambuſh loſt his Paradiſe. 
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The Feat heart ſtoups, and taketh from the duſt 
A ſad repentance, not the fpoils of luſt; 
Quitting his ſpear, leſt ir ſhould pierce again 
Him in his members, who for him was ſin. 
The Shepherds hook _ ro a ſcepter here, 
Giving nevy namesand numbers to the yeare. 
Bar th' Empire dwelt in- Greece,to comfort them 
Who were cut ſhort in Alexenders ftemme. 
In both of theſe Proweflle and Arts did tame 
And tune mens hearts againit the Goſpel came: 
Which uſing, and not fearing skill-in th* on, 
Or ſtrength in th other, did ere& her throne, 
Many arent and ſtrugeling th' Empire knevy, 
( As dying things are wont ) untiH it flew 
Art length to Germanic, ſtill weſtward bending, 
And there the Churches feſtivall artending: 
That as beforc Empire and Arts made way, 
( For no Icfle Harbingers would ſerve then they ) 
So they might fill, and point us out the place 
Where firſt the Church ſhould raiſe her down-caſt face, 
Strength levels grounds, Art makes a garden there; 
Then ſhowres Religion, and makes all to bear. 
Spain in the Empire ſhar'd with Germanic, 
Bur England inthe higher viRoricz 
Giving the Church a crown to keep her ſtate, 
And nor go lefſe then ſhe had done of late. 
Conftantines Britiſh line meant this of old, 
And did this myſterie wrap up and fold 
Within a ſheet of paper, whic was rent 
From Times great Chronicle, and hither ſent. 
Thus both the Church and Sunne together ran 
Unto the fartheſt old meridian. 
How deare to me, © God, thy counſels are! 
who may with thee compare? 
Much about one and the ſame time and place, 
Both where and when the Church began her _— 
- . Sinne 


.The Church Militant, 
Sinne did ſet out of Eaftern Babylon, 
d travell'd weſtward alſo: journeying on 
He chid the Church away, where c're he came, 
Breaking her peace, and tainting her good name. 
t firſt he got ro Egypt, and did fow 
ardens of gods, Which ev'ry yeare did grow; 
reſh and fine deities. They were at great coſt, 
Who for a god clearely a (aller loſt. 
Ah! what a thing is man devoid of grace, 
Adoring garlick with an humble face, 
Begging his food of that which he maycat, 
catving the while he worſhipperh his meat: 
Who makes a root his god, how low is he, 
If God and man be ſever'd infinitely ! 
hat wretchednefſe can give him any room, 
Whoſe houſe is foul while he adores his broom ? 
None will beleeve this now, though money be 
In us the ſame tranſplanted foolerie. 
Thus Sinne in Egypt (neaked for a while; 
e, $His higheſt was an ox or crocodile, 
And ſuch poore game. Thence he toGreece doth paſſe; 
And being craftier much then goodnefle was, 
He left behinde him gariſons of ſinnes, 
To make good that which ev'ry day he winnes, 
Here Sinne took heart, and for agarden-bed 
Rich ſhrines and oracles he purchaſed : 
He grew agallant, and would needs foretell 
As well what ſhould befall, as whar befell. 
Nay, he became a poet, and would ſerve 
His pills of ſublimate in that conſerve. 
The world came both with hands and purſes full 
To this great lotterie, and all would pull. 
Bur all was glorious cheating, brave deceitz _ 
Where ſome poore truths were ſhuffled for a bait 
To credit him, and to difcredit thoſe 
Who after hing ſhould braver truchs diſcloſe. 
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From Greece he went to Rome : and as before 
He was a God, now he's an Emperour. 

Nero and others lodg'd him bravely there, 

Put him in truſt to rule the Romane ſphere. 
Glorie was his chief inftrumenrt'of old : 
Pleaſure facceeded ſtraight, vvhenthar;grew cold, 
Which ſoon was blown to ſuch a mightie flame, 
T hat though our Saviour did deſtroy the game, 
Dilparking oracles and all their treaſure, 
Setting afflition to encounter pleaſure, 

Yer did arogue with hope of carnall joy 

Cheat the moſt ſubtill nations. Who © coy, 
So trimme, as Greece and Egypt? yet their hears 
Are given over, for their curious arts, 

To {uch Mahometan Rapidities, 

As the old heathen would deem prodigics, 

How deare to me, O God, thy counſels are ! 

1 bo may with thee compare ? 

Onely the Weſt and Fome do kecp them free 
From this contagious infidelitie, 

And this 1s all the Rock, whereof they boaſt, 
As Rome will one day finde unto her coſt, 

Sinne, being nor able to cxtirpate quite 

The Churches here, bravely reſolv'd one night 
To be a Chnrch-man too, and wear a Mitre : 
The old debauched rufhan would turn writer. 

I ſaw him in his ſtudic, where he (ate 

Bufic in controverſies ſprung of late, 

A gown and pen became him wondrous well : 
His mu aſpe& had more of heav'n then hell : 
Onely there was a handſome piQure by, 


To which he lent a corner of his eye. 

As finne in Greece a Propher was before, 
And in old Rome a mightie Emperour; 

So now being Prieſt he plainly did profeſlc 
To make a jeſt of Chriſts three offices : 


he 


The Churth Militant. 
he rather ſince hisſcatter'd jugglings were 


Inited now in one both time and ſphere, 
rom Egypt hetook pettic deities, 
rom Greece oracular infallibilities, 
nd from old Rome the libertie of pleaſure, 
y free diſpenſings of the Churches treaſure, 
hen,in memoraall of his ancient throne, 
e did ſurname his palace Babylon. 
et, that he might the berter gain all nations, 
\nd make that name good by their tranſmigrations z 
com all theſe places, but at divers times, 
{ſe took fine vizaxds to conceal his crimes : 
om Egypt Anchoriſme and retirednefle, 
earning from Greece, from old Rome Ratclineſle ; 
ad blending theſe, he carri'd all mens cyes, 
hile Truth ſat by, counting his viRories ; 
hercby he grew apace, and-ſcorn'd to uſe 
ch force as once did captivate the Jews.3 
t did bewitch, and finely work each nation 
ito a voluntarie tranſmigration. 
| poſte to Rome © Princes ſubmit their necks 
ther t'his publick foot or private tricks, 
did not fit his gravitie to ſtirre, 
or his long journey, nor his gout and furre, 
erefore he ſent our able muniſters, 
reſmen within, withou: duorcs cloiſterers : 
ho without ſpear, or, (word, or other drumme 
en what was in their toague, did overcomes 
nd having conquer'd, did io ſtrangely rule, 
hat the whole world did ſeem but the Popes mule, 
$newand old Fome did one Empire twilts 
d both together are one Antichcitt, 
et with tvww> faces, as their Fanus wasz 
ing in this heir old crackt looking-glafle, 
ow deare to me, O Gad, tby counſels are ! 
whe may with thee compare? 
Thus 
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Thus Sinnetriumphs in Weſtern Babylon ; 

Yer not as Sinne, but as Religion. 

Of his two thrones he made the latter beſt, 

And to defray his journey from the eaſt. 

Old and new Babylon are to hell and night, 

As is the moon and ſunne to heay'n and light. 

When th'one did ſet, the other did take place, 

Confronting equally the law and grace. 

They arc hells land-marks, Satans double creſt : 

T hey are Sinnes nipples, feeding th'eaſt and weſt. 

But as in vice the copie {till exceeds 

The pattern, but not ſo in vertuous deeds; 

So, though Sinne made his latter ſeat the better, 

Thelatter Church is to the firſt a debter. 

The ſecond Temple could not reach the firſt : 

And the late reformation never durſt 

Compare with ancient times and purer yeares;z 

But in the Jevvs and us deſerveth tears. 

Nay, it ſhall ev'ry yeare decreaſe and fade; 

Till ſuch a darknefle do the world invade 

At Chriſfts laſt coming, as his firſt did finde ; 

Yet muſt there ſuch proportions be aſflign'd 

To theſe diminiſhings, as is between 

The ſpacious world and Fury to be ſeen. 

Religion ſtands on tip-toe in our land, 

Ready to paſle to the American ſtrand. 

When height of malice, and prodigious ſufts, 

Impudent finning, witchcrafts, and diſtruſts 

( The marks of future bane) ſhall ll our cup 

Unto the brimme, and make our meaſure up ; 

When Sein (hall ſwallow Tiber, and the Thames 

By letting in them both pollutes her ſtreams : 

When 71talic of us ſhall have her will, 

And all her calender of finnes fulfill; 

Whereby one may foretell, what finnes next yeare 

Shall both in France and England domineer : __ 
en 


hen 
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hen ſhall Religion to America flee: 
hey have their times of Golpel, ev'n as we. 
y God, thou doft prepare fot them a way, " 
y carrying firſt their gold from them away: 
vr gold and grace did never yet agree. 
eligion alwayes ſides with povertie, 
ethink we rob them, but we think amiſle: 
e are more poore, and they more rich by this. 
hou wilt revenge their quarrell, making grace _ } 
o pay our debts, and lcave our ancient place 
o go to them, while that which now their nation : 
ut lends to us,ſhall be our deſolation. | 
et as the Church ſhall thither weſtward flic, 
d Sinne ſhall trace and dog her inſtantly: 
hey have their period alſo and ſet times 
oth for their vertuousaRions and their crimes, 
nd where of old the Empire and the Arts 
ſher'd the Goſpel ever in mens hearts, 
pain hath done one; when Arts perform the other, 
e Church ſhall come, & Sin the Church ſhall (mo- 
hat when they have accompliſhed the round, (ther: 
nd met inth' eaſt their firſt and ancient ſound, 
dgement may meet them both & ſearch them round. 
us do both lights, as well in Church as Sunne, 
ght one another, and together runne. 
us alſo Sinne and Darkneſfle follow till 
ſhe Church and Sunne with all their power and skill. 
ur as the Sunne ſtill goes both weſt and caſt; 
o alfo did che Church by going welt 
till caſtward go; becauſe it drew more neare 
[0 time and L 6 where judgement ſhall appeare» 
low deare to ms, 0 God, thy counſels are! 
who may with thee compare? 
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Ing of Glorie, King of Peace, 
K wit the one make warre to ceale; 
With the other blefle thy ſheep, 
"Thee to love, in thee to ſleep. 
Let not Sinne devoure thy:fold, 
Bragging that thy bloud is cold, 
That thy death is alſo dead, 
While his conqueſts daily ſpread; 
Tharthy fleſh loſt his food, 
And thy Croſſe is common wood. 
Choke him, lethim ſay no more, 
But reſerve his breath in ſtore, 
Till chy conqueſts and his fall 
Make hus ſighs touſc it all, 
And then DA with the vwinde 
Todiſcharge what is behinde. 


Bleſſed be God alone, 
Thrice bleſſed Three in One, 
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